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Yep, you read that right. Punk Planet is 
now paying for all its content. That also 

means that we’re going to be super 
choosy, but give it a shot, you need the 

money, doncha? For more information on 
how this process is going to work, find 

the full-page info sheet in this issue. 

Interviews 
We like all kinds of interviews, with all 
kinds of people. Just ‘cause someone’s not 
in a band (or may not even be ‘punk’) 
doesn’t mean they’re not interesting. 
Above all else, make the interview interest¬ 
ing. An interesting interview with someone 
no one’s ever heard of is going to run over 
a really boring interview with Rancid. 

Fiction 
We usually print one piece of fiction per 
issue, so sometimes there’s a wait before 
you see yours printed. It can’t be too 
long either... There’s a thing called ‘short 
stories’ go for it. 

Articles 
Articles are the best! They’re also the 
hardest to write, but you can do it! 
Articles are researched, well written, and 
goddamnit, relevant! Take a chance, do 
something wild! 

DIY 
You can always help us out by writing up 
a DIY file. Basically, if you know how to do 
something & can explain it well, type it on 
up & send it in. DIY files have ranged from 
auto maintenance, to touring, to guitar 
buying, and all points in between. 

Everything else 
As far as reviews & columns go: we don’t 
need anymore!! We have a ton of colum¬ 
nists & more reviewers than can fit in a 
mid-sized apartment! Please, don’t send 
us columns, as you’re pretty much 
assured they won’t run. 

All submissions should be typed, and prefer¬ 

ably put on a 3 1/2” disk, either Mac or IBM. 

Just 'cause you send something in doesn't 

mean it's going to get printed, and certianly 

doesn't mean you're gonna get paid. 

suB/mssion turn 
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FRONT BACK 

The Design Parlor is making available shirts for all of us who thought we were True Till Death, but just 

couldn’t hang in there for that long. Who thought we were going to Break Down The Walls but ended 

up just breaking down. Who thought Start Today meant something else completely. Damn it, we tried. 

We’ve tried and failed. We’ve stumbled and fallen. We tried a new taste...and it wasn’t so bad. Cast 

aside your feelings of inadequacy and guilt. Be proud once again! Unite! Stand Tall! And all that stuff! 

The shirts are white ink on blue shirts, they come in large and extra large and they cost $10 each 

(postage is covered). Send checks or well concealed cash to The Design Parlor/Josh Hooten 219A 

Spring Street, Medford MA„ 02155. Uptight straight edge kids, don’t expect responses to hate mail. To 

quote our great American lyric poet, Foghorn Leghorn, "It’s a joke son.” -The Design Parlor 
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I po box 989. berkeley, ca. 94701 
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SPECIAL 
FHDM CANDY ASS 
Our 1997 catalogue features the following offerings from the 

Candy Ass media deathcamps: 

CandyAss has just released the Vegas Beats first full length album. 

Composed of Marci Martinez. Amanda Kelly, and Sal Dodd, the trio play 

some incredible dissonant pop melodies. Also out on CandyAss is a 

Hazel/Ovarian Trolley Split 7". 

also, Candyass now brings you the Christa! Methodists: 

Savage Vigilance for a Rug-Free America, CD $10.00 

New World Odour, CD $10.00 
59 minutes of documentary battle footage showcasing our punk radio guerillas feeding Christian 
fascists a dose of their own medicine using samplers, muzak, tape loops and sound effects 
records. Homos, kikes, riotgrrlz and dykes unite in a leftist, drug-induced blowout. 

Nevermind Nirvana - It s Grungicide!, 7 ’tP $3.00 
Five recordings of The Methodistas* controversial impersonations of Nirvana's Kurt Cobain at 
Bay Area modern rock stations and record stores, recording station IDs and arranging for in store 
appearances in the fall of 1993. Features uninvited manifestations of Bob Larson yelling 
at Courtney Love, Kurt Loder, SubPop market researchers and our faux Kurt Cobain. 

Scripture Lips & Filter Tips. Cassette $7.00 
The first prolonged four-track assault on Christian broadcasting live from Oregon and Texas. 
Khmer Ribs, Shrimpy Skampers, Kritikal Dubbs and Neil unite for the first time to spread the lo-fi 
gospel to the sounds of Hitler rallies, crying babies being machine gunned, Ralph Reed in Bosnia 
and so much more. 

All CandyAss titles available through Reuoluer distribution. For Christal Methodists retail inquiries contact 

CandyAss directly. Dutch East India. K Records, and Subterranean. 

Coming in July, look for new releases by Hare I, 
San Francisco circus Hykes: Cypher in the Snow 



Write For A Free Catalog 

Amsterdarrmed Records 

P.O. Box 862SS8 
Los Angeles, CA 90086*2558 

http://www.guavajelly.com/amsterdamn/ 

Piper at the Gates of Downey Occupied 

PUNK ROCK, SON. PUNK ROCK. 

PO Sox n34. Cherry Hill. NJ OS034-0592 
Fax: (609) 669 4764 Distributed by Rotz, MS and Cargo Canada 

LATEX GENERATION 
"560" 

Attitude filled, sing-a-long songs 
every young punk should have! 

East coast style similar to 
Ramones, Weston and Pouncing 

Souls! 

STEADFAST 
"sixteen reasons why” 

Four young punks from Conneticut 
rocking and rolling in a Queers/ 

Crimpshrine fashion! 

RACER TEN 
"melodies and memories" 

Prarie punks from Canada KISS, 
NOFX, Kush and Cat Stevens are 

just a few of the influences 
youll hear on this great album! 

PEP RALLY 
"deadline" 

Punk rock from the UK! A unique 
blend of So. Cal rhythm, UK 

attitude and a wee bit of ska 
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MUSIC 

Two brand new 
7”s out now! 

One is 
singalong pop, 

the other, 
hardcore 
punk bile. 

Both available on 
Johann’s Face 

Records. 

$3 ppd cash, cheque or money order payable to: 
Johann’s Face Records P.O. Box 479164 Chicago IL 60647 

Write for a free catalog or visit us online: JohannFace@aol.com 

CMHHMISIC 

MAILORDER: 

Boys Life, Flake, Thingy, Overwhelming 

Colorfast, Deadbolt. Capsize 7. Sloe. Blink- 

182. Rocket from the Crypt. Drive Like 

Jehu, Morning Glories. Tanner, Carlos, 

Olivelawn. Big Drill Car. Three Mile Pilot. 

Pitchfork, Heavy Vegetable. The Smears. 

Uniform Choice. 7 Seconds, fluf. .. 

CD $12, LP $8.50, CDEP S5, CDS $3.50 

VISION 
IN THE BLINK OF AN EYE 
CD/LP [FLY-006] 
True punk re-issued on 
CD and vinyl. 

SWINDLE 
WITHIN THESE WALLS 
CD/LP [GRL-003] 
Singalongs for kids of 
all ages. 

SEND FOR A FREE CATALOG 
Cargo Music 4901-906 Morena Blvd. 
San Diego, Ca 92117-3432 
mfo@cargomusic.com 

THUMBNAIL 
RED! DEAD! 
CD/LP [HED-064] 
Unwound meets Angel 
Hair meet Clikatat Ikatowi. 

CDSingle [HED-726] 
"Bristol’s The Heads proudly 
carry the banner of over-the- 
top, amphetamine-driven 
psychedelia...” 
-Magnet, Aug/Sept ‘96 

CDEP [HED-073] 
Noisy wall of fuzz from 
Birmingham. AL On tour 
later this summer. 

FINAL 
CONFLICT 
CD/LP [FLY-008] 
Punk fuckin’ rock. 

THE HEADS PLATE SIX 
SHOES OF STEALTH 

Two Great Tastes that Have 
Nothing to do with Each Other 

Smoking Popes Traitors 



mailorder & distribution 
p.o. box 42586 Philadelphia pa 19101 usa. 

credit card orders only: (215) 203 8379 (12 to 7 pm est) 

fax: (215) 426 9662 email: verydistro@aol.com 

Hey punks... just thought we’d let you know about our not so little mailorder thing we got goin’ up here. We carry 

thousands of titles from over 200 of your favorite hardcore, punk, & indie labels, including (but definitely not 

limited to) Art Monk, Back Ta Basics, Bloodlink, BYO, Caufield, Crank, Dischord, Doghouse, Ebullition, Edison, Equal 

Vision, Go Kart, Gravity, Initial, Jade Tree, Kill Rock Stars, Lost & Found, Moo Cow, New Age, Polyvinyl, Prank, 

Relapse, Revelation, Rhetoric, Sound Pollution, Striving For Togetherness, Troubleman, Vermiform, Victory, & lots 

more. We are fast, honest, reliable, cheap & we even take credit cards. We’ve got an 80 page descriptive mailorder 

catalog that can be yours by sending $1 (US) or $3 (world) to the address above (please don’t call for catalog 

requests, phone line is for credit card orders only). Give us a shot & we promise you won’t be let down... 

STORES: we also have a wholesale catalog with some of the best prices around, so fax us with all your info for 

our latest wholesale catalog. Here’s a sampling of some of the newest & most popular goodies we’ve got in now... 

Prices are postage paid via 4th class rate in the US. For faster priority mail & insurance on your order, add 

$3.50 per order. Credit cards have a $15 minimum & must pay for priority mail & insurance. Foreign orders add: 

CANADA: $1 per T $150 per cd $3 per 10” or lp 

EUROPE: $2 per T $3.00 per cd $5 per 10” or lp 

ELSEWHERE: $2.50 per 7” $4.00 per cd $7 per 10” or lp 

Please list alternates whenevr possible. All in stock orders sure shipped within 2 or 3 days. We accept checks, 

money orders, Visa, Mastercard, Discover, & American Express cards (be sure to write all info on mailorders). 
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Punk Rock: love it 
or leave it?? Naw! 

made for him, punk rock is alive and well in 

my eyes. Fuck “All Punk Cons”. Do some¬ 

thing to improve or support punk rock or get 

a new scene, please. 

Sincerely, 

Punk Planet, 

1. I’ve never written hate mail before in 

my life. 

2. Punk Planet is the worst zine I’ve ever read. 

3. I’ve been reading Maximum Rock n Roll 

on a semi-regular basis for over two years. 

Further explanations for the above three 

statements: 

1. It is my personal opinion that bother¬ 

ing to write about something you think sucks 

within the Universal Punk Scene is in most 

cases nonproductive and destructive. If I don’t 

like something in the aforementioned scene, I 

might mention it to people I meet and such, 

but why put energy into letting the Scene 

know all about why it sucks when you could 

be supporting that which you love about punk 

rock instead? 

2. Maybe its just because I’ve read the 

“Ail Punk Cons” issue [PP17], but never 

before have I been so depressed by a fanzine 

Being that it was recommended to me as fresh¬ 

er and less jaded than MRR, it seems ironic 

that Punk Planet is chock full of disillusioned 

people who seem to only be able to talk about 

depressing events in their lives, why they hate 

MRR, and why they hate punk rock. 

3. What’s wrong with MRR? I’ve never got¬ 

ten the impression from anywhere in the fanzine 

(except maybe the letters section) of a punker- 

than-thou attitude, or any sort of (serious) dictat- 

ing-what-punkrock-is-all-about spiels (I always 

took Ben Weasel with a grain of salt), but I did 

get that from Punk Planet. My first issue of 

MRR was part of my induction into Punk—it 

was exciting and interesting and is still a great 

resource—and I would sure hate to see some kid 

just getting into the Scene pick up a copy of PP 

and not have anything to get excited about. 

Furthermore, MRRs been around a lot longer 

than the zines that take to slagging Tim Vo and 

Co. and just where the hell did you get your let¬ 

ters, columns, reviews, format anyway? (I may 

be wrong on this point, it’s just conjecture.) Not 

to mention that MRR gives you Planeteers a pos¬ 

itive review every time. Ajid who was supporting 

the scene before PP came along? 

As long as I’ve got a fifteen-year-old friend 

who still gets excited over the punk rock mix I 

Kristina Sweet. 

Kristina, 

If we say something critical about punk 

rock, as we did in the article “All Punk Cons", 

then all of a sudden we're not improving or 

supporting “the scene"? How is that? 

A good scene should be constantly reevalu¬ 

ating itself and figuring out where it’s at and 

where it's going. “All Punk Cons" was printed to 

do exactly that The last few years of Punk Rock 

have seen (and continue to see) “the scene" 

get caught up in melodramatic infighting and 

finger pointing with no real sense of why it was 

happening, or what the end result would be. 

“All Punk Cons" attempted to bring to light 

the reasons lurking behind the “sellout" 

debate and explain how punk got to the low 

point—politically—that it's at now. 

I'm sorry you found it depressing, but you 

know what? It is. 

Yours, 

Dan Sinker 

Dear Kristina, 

One of the things I find troubling about 

your comments is how you suggest we should 

all shut up and quit complaining. Give credit 

where credit's due, you imply, and don't pick a 

fight with the establishment. That could be 

loosely translated as saying “Respect authori¬ 

ty, even when you disagree with it," or con¬ 

versely, “Tim Yohannan made punk what it is 

today, therefore we should bow down before 

him and not subject Maximum Rock and Roll 

to any criticism." 

To be quite honest, as humorless and self- 

involved as the Maximum False Consciousness 

ideology can be, I don’t think even Tim 

Yohannan would agree with you. After all, he is 

highly critical of all things punk himself, 

despite his commitment to a peculiar kind of 

orthodoxy which bases community on shared 

taste preferences and a typically hippie 

attachement to petite-bourgeois liberal cap/- 



talism. Its a generation problem endemic to 

baby boomers which we’ve been burdened 

with, and all the identity crises the punk com¬ 

munity has suffered over the last few years 

are a direct consequence of it. 

My problem with the kind of attitude you 

espouse in your letter is that it’s simply uncrit¬ 

ical. It makes me recall something Marx once 

said about the need to engage in the “ruthless 

criticism” of everything.... The problem is that 

punk, as we see it, is too formulaic as an ide¬ 

ology. It confuses political radicalism with an 

aesthetic orthodoxy neither of which seem to 

ever be able to reconcile themselves with one 

another. And when the politics do come to the 

forefront, the lyrics tend to commodify radi¬ 

calism by presenting as an icon to be con¬ 

sumed and obeyed rather than thought about 

and struggled with, much like the empty slo¬ 

gans and symbols used by Strawman, J- 

Church and Rage Against The Machine. 

If punk is going to revitalize itself as a 

movement, it has to stop pretending that the 

creation and maintenance of an alternative 

culture is an end unto itself. Why ? Because 

it’s the politics which matter. For better or 

worse, punk will always carry with it the bur¬ 

den of having to be political because over the 

past fifteen years or so it has functioned as a 

strange kind of space where memories of the 

now long gone American Left linger, even in 

the hollow symbols of communist resistance 

fighters from the sixties and proud socialist 

workers from the thirties you find in record 

covers by people like John Yates. 

As many a leftist writer in these traditions 

has argued, the point is to transcend culture 

not fetishize it. That begins when we start 

finding inconsistencies and problems in our 

own communities, espescially when they are 

for the most part morally impotent during a 

time when right wing ideologies are more 

powerful than ever, and the best that punk 

can do is create another chart stopper on the 

Billboard top one hundred. Would you call that 

a successful revolution ? No, the only thing 

that is remotely revolutionary about it is the 

degree to which the DIY ethic has become a 

radical marketing strategy. 

Love, 

Joel Schalit 

PP, 

We’re not making 
anyone happy... 

I happen to be in love with Biafra—or 

maybe just the idea of him being the same 

age as my father, yet as dissimilar from him as 

Tori Spelling is from her 90210 counterpart, 

Donna. So you can imagine my joy when my 

best friend brought home your latest issue. 

That is until I actually started reading 

through it. Please don’t get me wrong, I’m 

not bitching. I’m just... Depressed, let down, 

betrayed? If there was/is ever a time to cry 

“punk is dead” I think it is now. Reading 

through the columns left me with a feeling of 

emptiness and despair. I lost track of PP after 

about issue four; has this “punk sucks” atti¬ 

tude been raging for a while? I don’t claim to 

be punk, I don’t claim to be much of any¬ 

thing, but maybe determined. And I’m deter¬ 

mined not to let punk die. There are so many 

contradictions in everything—life, love, 

punk. We haven’t given up on life & love, 

why must we on punk? Right now I m study¬ 

ing my ass off for finals—yep, I bought into 

the institution. How un-punk of me and my 

friends. But we’re learning, questioning, 

resisting, reasoning, doing something. “If 

punk is so revolutionary, why is it always so 

reactionary?” you ask [Bob Conrad’s column 

PP18] Reaction isn’t necessarily an evil. Punk 

has been pushing the limits for more than 30 

years now so you all must want some 

Bakunin-Kropotkin revolution to bring the 

state down by the end of this decade, right? 

Do I have to remind you how many decades 

it took to bring about the collapse of com¬ 

munism? You want to know who’s really a 

rebel? Those kids in high school who were 

“living rich” because it was easy and all they 

knew how to do and were hated by freaks 

and punks and taunted and criticized for 

“serving food to homeless people in their 

fancy-ass clothes.” [Kim Bae’s column PP18] 

Those kids who graduated high school and 

drove off to college in their brand new 

BMW’s and decided not to major in business 

law because they realized the greed and evil of 

capitalism from their Political Science 101 

class—those kids are really rebels. I know 

there aren’t many, but I’ve seen it happen and 

each of these kids, each of us, are revolution¬ 

ists/evolutionists, waiting, watching, listening, 

provoking. We really are the rebels, reaching 

yes, but pushing forward. You may think of 

this as bullshit, but as long as I believe this, 

and I do, that is all that matters. 

Lane Idle 

Hello Punk Planet, 

I play in a band from Washington DC 

called DICK ARMY and we recently released 

a CD on our own little DIY label called 

Padded Cell Records. As it turns out, there is 

a band called The Padded Cell from 

California. The band describes themselves as 

“punk rockers” and they prominently display 

the anarchy symbol in place of the letter A in 

Padded on their CD cover. This would seem 

to indicate to me that they have some inkling 

of anarchist ideals and have a general anti¬ 

authoritarian attitude. NOT!!! 

Yesterday, I received a letter from Johny 

Rebel, the singer for the band. He has a big 

problem with us using Padded Cell as the 

name of our record label. It seems Mr. Johny 

Rebel, self-described punk rocker and an 

apparent anarchy sympathizer (oh yeah, a real 

gosh darn REBEL!), has obtained a Class 41 

United Stated Registered Trademark for the 

name Padded Cell. In his letter, he claims we 

are using the name of his band AND the 

name he has tattooed on his arm, illegally. He 

demands we cease the use of Padded Cell 

Records for the name of our label and he 

states quite frankly that I should “be advised 

that our Management Company will pursue 

this matter through all the legal court system 

in order to render a decision about the right 

to use, and issuing to me an injunction and 

awarding damages for illegal infringement.” 

Gee, how punk rock of him. Oooh, what a 

rebel, that guy. 

Apparently, their idea of anarchy and 

punk rock is simply just a style and fashion to 

be marketed like soda and cheeseburgers. 

Well, color me impressed! Nonetheless, I am 

a wee bit annoyed to see supposed “anti-rules, 

anti-business, fuck the suits” so-called anar¬ 

chy-sympathizing punk rockers invoking busi- 
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ness laws written by the fuckin’ suits to “pro¬ 

tect” their frickin’ precious little property of a 

name. So this is what punk rock is today... a 

business conducting commerce like any good 

corporation and threatening lawsuits to any¬ 

one they perceive as an impediment to poten¬ 

tial sales. I always imagined punk to be a 

rejection of conformity and a reaction against 

the conventional consumer society. Goodness 

me! What in hell was I thinking!? So why do 

these guys insist on calling themselves “punk” 

when they are nothing but typical conserva¬ 

tive businessmen with their lawyer ready to 

squash the fuck out of us to “protect their 

petty little business interests”? 

Johny Rebel has vowed to proceed with 

legal action against us, no matter the cost to 

himself, his management company, the label 

they are signed to (Deadbeat Records), blah, 

blah, blah, ..and he claims he can prove that 

we have damaged the sale of his band’s CD. 

My band laughed so hard regarding that 

ridiculous claim our stomachs still hurt. To 

this day no one has ever confused us with a 

band in California. Heck, like most DIY 

projects Dick Army isn’t exactly raking in 

suitcase loads of cash. Mr Johnny Rebel’s 

concern about their fans being confused may 

be warranted if their fans are fucking clue¬ 

less. I don’t know. I just don’t understand 

how a CD with DICK ARMY in huge bold 

letters and Padded Cell Records in small let¬ 

ters with a Virginia address, could possibly 

cause any confusion with a band called THE 

PADDED CELL in California. Same goes 

for our ads. 

Anyway, Johny Rebel requires us to adhere 

to his “demands” and agree not to use his 

band name for the name of our label. As it 

stands right now, the band has no desire to 

change the name to satisfy Mr. Johny Rebel 

and his Padded Sellouts. Mr. Johny Rebel 

really should consider changing his name to 

Mr. Johny Conformity. Goddamned rebel, 

my ass! And I don’t appreciate being threat¬ 

ened like this. I’ve never been very fond of 

fuckin’ businessmen (hey, they sure as fuck 

ain’t punk), claiming some sort of superior 

authority over me and telling me how I can 

and cannot conduct my own goddamn DIY 

project. Their concerns seem so utterly trivial, 

at least to us. The actions they have threat¬ 

ened against us seem quite ridiculous. DICK 

ARMY has no money...Heck, we STILL 

haven’t recovered all our expenses we’ve 

incurred. So, let ‘em sue us. To see a bunch 

of supposed anarcho-punks utilize the federal 

court system and their business lawyers to pro¬ 

tect their government registered “trademark” 

is, well, incredible. 

Apparently, their next step will be to have 

their business lawyer send us one of those offi¬ 

cial “cease &C desist” letters threatening legal 

action against us. Gawd, I hate lawyers! PUNK 

Punk Planet, 

For whatever it’s worth, the following 

story demonstrates the ability of a small guy, 

utilizing the system, to derail a giant! 

In June 1996, I received a call at Soda Jerk 

HQ from Bob (Singer/Guitarist for Bleed) 

informing me that he had just seen a spot on 

the E! Channel announcing Ellen DeGeneres’ 

alliance with Lava/Atlantic to start her own 

record label called “Soda Jerk Records”. Well, 

of course I was shocked and scrambled to fig¬ 

ure out what we could do to protect ourselves. 

Luckily, my girlfriend’s brother is a 

Patent/Trademark Attorney in New York. He 

did the necessary paperwork. Fed Ex’d it to me 

for signature and off it went to the U.S. Patent 

Trademark Office. 

In the meantime, we had to determine if 

Ms. DeGeneres had ever used the mark prior 

to her announcement or before we first used 

it, thus giving her some common law rights. 

After much investigation, we surmised that we 

most likely had first use of the name. On 

October 1, 1996, Ellen and company released 

their first record on the Soda Jerk/ Lava/ 

Atlantic imprint (A comedy record by Ms. 

DeGeneres herself). This was an obvious 

infringement on our mark. 

On October 11, 1996, we contacted the 

“other Soda Jerk Records,” and informed 

them of our existence. On October 21, 1996, 

I received a call from Arthur Imparato, Ellen’s 

manager. He apologized for the mistake and 

asked me “how much I wanted for the 

name.” I told him “the name was not for sale 

and that I wanted them to cease from selling 

anymore copies of the record.” He then said 

“he would have to talk to Atlantic Records 

regarding that issue.” 

We did not hear from anyone until 

November 6, 1996, when Ellen’s attorney, 

Fred Goldring contacted me and said “they 

would change the name.” Needless to say, we 

were quite happy. When I asked about the 

continued sales of Ms. DeGeneres’ record, he 

replied, “We will continue to sell through the 

first pressing. Any subsequent pressings will 

have the Soda Jerk mark removed.” I said, “I 

didn’t feel it was right for them to continue 

to sell the record with our mark on it.” He 

said, “Listen if you feel like you’re being dam¬ 

aged, then sue us, because you’ll lose.” Well, 

he was probably right. How could a small 

indie label defend itself from a giant like 

Ellen DeGeneres and Atlantic Records? 

Nonetheless, I told Mr. Goldring that I want¬ 

ed a written undertaking of how they planned 

to stop using the mark. I finally received it on 

February 18, 1997. 

To bring this whole issue to a close, I 

recently came across an article in the March 8, 

1997 issue of Billboard which read, “Ellen 

DeGeneres and Lava/Atlantic, who announced 

plans last fall to start a comedy and music 

label, have dissolved their venture. Neither side 

would comment on the split.” 

Well, now we know what really happened. 

Touche’ 

I hear a lot of bitching and complaining 

about how bullshit Copyrights and 

Trademarks are. Well, here’s a fine example of 

how important it is to cover your ass. If we 

had not filed for trademark protection (which 

we probably would not have done had it not 

been for this incident), we would have been 

screwed! We would have had to change our 

name, reprint all of our releases, establish a 

new name, etc. etc. We used the system, and 

it worked for us, in a big way! Use the tools 

available to you and sometimes, you can be 

just as strong as the giants. 

Mike Jerk 

Soda Jerk Records 

PO Box 4056 

Boulder, CO 8036 



Punk Planet, 

Regarding my GREAT distaste for the 

band SLACKER out of Pennsylvania—refer¬ 

ring to my previous letter [printed in PP17, 

response from Slacker in PP18], it has been 

brought to my attention that perhaps I was a 

bit too harsh... I suppose it would have been 

better to say, “be careful with these guys,” or 

“don’t let them do the same to you,” rather 

than asking readers not to support them in 

any way. I did not intend to have my message 

analyzed... just understood. I can’t feel sorry 

for discussing the truth in an open forum 

and I would hate for any friendships to be 

altered either... 

Regardless, SLACKER totally fucked me 

over last summer and I let down some close 

friends as a result and that pisses me off. 

As a reminder, the for of them lost 

$50.00 each for a trip to Hawaii and I 

would up eating $350.00 to see them play 

twice and THEY OFFERED to do the 

booking (and tour together) for 8 full days 

with my friends (GRAPEFRUIT) later that 

year, but did not come through for us. I 

couldn’t even get them to return a page 

when entering an 800 number... Except 

once—Finally—on the day we were sup¬ 

posed to meet up with them! 

Therefore, in my opinion, SLACKER 

can’t be trusted! We had a deal and they 

screwed me, plain and simple. I now know of 

one other band out there which can relate to 

my troubles with Jon and maybe if I had seen 

some warnings previous to dealing with 

SLACKER, I could have saved myself a lot of 

problems, and that is why I wrote the first 

letter. Feel free to give me your opinions on 

the subject at the addresses below. Maybe I’ll 

even get another excuse or preferably an apol¬ 

ogy (if nothing else) from the guys in 

SLACKER. That’s all for now, thanks again 

for your time. 

Jason James Miller 

Hawaiian Express 

HWNEXP@aol.com 

POB 777 Byron, CA 94514 

Punk Planet, 

The main reason I am writing is to ask 

why you don’t do classified ads? Your rag has 

pretty good circulation and a wide variety and 

range of readers. Classifieds would surely help 

your readers communicate and also sell their 

wares through your publication. Not everyone 

has 25 bucks to cough up you know. 

Don’t get me wrong, Punk Planet is a pret¬ 

ty fucking wonderful zine and I do hope it 

keeps improving. 

Please consider doing classifieds. How 

much trouble could it be? I’m sure you can get 

some wonderful people to volunteer to help 

out with this new aspect of the zine. I am will¬ 

ing to be a small percentage of your readership 

has never read Maximum Rock and Roll and 

has never had the joy of perusing the classified 

section. You could at least give it a try, I’m sure 

it would be a huge success for Punk Planet. 

Thanks for listening, 

Will C. 

Wilmington, DE 

Will, 

You're not alone in asking for a classified 

section in Punk Planet, and at some point in the 

future I'd like to get one in here. However, for 

the time being, we’ve got neither the infrastruc¬ 

ture, the workers, or the money to put in a real¬ 

ly successful classifieds section. It’s harder than 

you think, believe me, I've thought about it a lot 

Dan Sinker 

Dear Punk Planet, 

This letter is in response to comments 

made by Lukas Myhan in Punk Planet #16’s 

mail section. 

I only agree with two minor points 

made by Lukas. Here goes. Lukas states that 

punk is about questioning the status quo 

and about being true to yourself. I’m cool 

with that. 

Lukas then creates the first of many nails in 

his coffin (as opposed to his hands and feet) 

when he rhetorically asks if Christianity does not 

meet the aforementioned criteria. Well, accord¬ 

ing to my pal the World Almanac, there are over 

1 billion Christians in the world. That pretty 

much conclusively proves that Christians aren’t 

questioning the status quo or standing apart. 

Next you try to prove that Christians think 

for themselves by mentioning the thousands of 

Biblical interpretations. All this shows is that 

the authors of those thousands (Not ten-thou¬ 

sands or hundred-thousands, mind you) are 

thinking for themselves. Gee, this number 

doesn’t nearly approach the billion mark. 

In the U.S. alone, 92% of U.S. church mem¬ 

berships are to Christian churches (sited from the 

World Almanac), accounting for over 133 million 

Americans. Hmmm? 133 million freethinking 

Christians, not following the herd? I doubt it. 

To quote Vivekananda: “See Christ, then 

you are a Christian; all else is talk.” Lukas, 

have you had the spiritual or metaphysical rev¬ 

elation required to become one with Jesus 

Christ? If not, then you’re no Christian and 

chances are slim that many of the “Christians” 

worldwide meet those requirements. 

Next you cite non-Christian punks as big¬ 

oted. Well, I can’t cite Christian punks as big¬ 

oted (I only know one) but last time I checked 

wasn’t the Balkan skirmish being perpetuated 

by Christians, acting solely on ethnic hatred? 

Christians throughout time have been bigoted 

towards homosexuals, supported slavery, 

oppressed women, waged holy wars and start¬ 

ed the disastrous Children’s Crusade. 

I agree that Christianity and punk are not 

mutually exclusive, but only if Christian punks 

have truly sought the keys to enlightenment by 

questioning their religion and by also explor¬ 

ing others. 

Ben Rogerson 

Hickory, NC 

Got somethin’ on yer mind? 

WRITE PUNK PLANET A LETTER!! 

Punk Planet Letters 

PO Box 464 

Chicago IL 60690 
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^^"In Place of Real Insight" 
"Karate rock with a force not unlike that of your 16-year-old 

fists beating the wall, tear rivulets forming down your cheeks 

as you re-read the verdict: "It's over". 

Alternative Press, Aug. '96 
CD $10.50ppd. p 
LP $9ppd. 

Join Of ArC "Busy Bus Sunny Sun" 
b/w "Stemingway and Heinbeck" 7" 

"Deconstructionist sentiments along the lines of Gastr Del Sol. 

Featuring handmade, framed covers. 
18544 
7" $3.50ppd. 

Hu 
"Dropplike" 

18540 
12" $7ppd. 

m 
"Chill and 
Peel" 
18538 
12" $7ppd. 

Canada: add S.75/CD, S1.25/LP. Send SASE for a complete 
catalog. Mastercard and VISA orders call 773-463-3796. 

4M 

KUKL 
complicated rock from 
Iceland featuring a pre- 
Sugarcubes Bjork". 

"The Eye" 
07012 
CD SlOppd. 

KUKL 
"Holidays In Europe" 

07373 
CD $10ppd. 

PRONG 
"Force Fed" 

18542 
CD $10ppd. 

PRONG 
"Primitive Origins" 

18541 
CD $9ppd. 

info@southern.com http://www.southern.com/southern 

■ PO BOX 25529 CHICAGO, #£ Nllliiu 

Sparkmarker 
500wattburnec® seven 

Crisis 12 LP/CS/CD 
LP/CS $8.00 CD $10.00 

Also new on Crisis Records P 

Shai Hulud 
A Profound Hatred of Man 

Crisis 13 7’VCD Single 
7” $4.00 CD Single $6.00 

jppj. Box £>232, Huntxngton Beach, CA, USA, 926x5-5*32 
p http://www.RevHQ,.com/crisis/index.html 

Nanufafctured and distributed by Revelation Records 



eMpTy Sampler Z 
Includes unreleased tracks by 

Sicko, Motards, X-Rays, & 
Crackerbash! 

Plus prereleased tracks from 
Scared of Chaka,The Fumes, Satan's Pilgrims, 
Steel Wool, Zipgun, Meanies, Putters, Derelicts, 

Sinister Six, 8e Gas Hufferl 

Special priced CD - $8 ppd 

SCAREBOFCHAHA 

0 
New Scared of Choke 

single "Automatic" In Men! 

SCARED OF CHAKA TOUR 
MAY 
20 Albq, NM-ZPub 
22 Norman, OK-Tips Tavern 
23 Memphis, TN-TBA 
24 Tupelo, MS-Sideshow Skatepark 
26 Atlanta, GA-Somber Reptile 
27 Atlanta, GA-Dotties 
28 Charlotte, NC-Tremont Music Hall 
29 Chapel Hill, NC-TBA 
30 Baltimore, MD-Memory Lane 
31 Lancaster, PA-TBA 

JUNE 
1 NYC, NY-Brownies 
4 London, UK-TBA 
5 Brighton, UK-Freebutt 
6 Nottingham, UK*Wheatsheaf 
7 Leeds, UK*Parkhouse 
9 Rouen, FR-Emile Squat 
10 Brussels, BG-TBA 

11 Amsterdam, HD-TBA 
12 Amsterdam, HD-TBA 
13 Essen, GM - OX Fest 
14 Stuttgart, GM-Villa Rolla 
15 Freiberg, GM - Club im Schloss 
16 Basel, SW-TBA 
17 Bern, SW-TBA 
18 Turin, IT- Fest 
20 Conpenhagen 
22 Poznan, Poland 
23 Prague 
24 Szczecin - Club Slowianin 
26 Ljubljana Channel Zero 
27 Kocevje - TBA 
28 Milan, It - COSA Leoncavallo 
29 Genoa - COSA Zapata 

JULY 
3 Paris - Anarchist Collective 

MORE TO COME.... 

In The Mtoiks For 
The Fall 

Dead Moon Dbl Lp 
Motards Lp 

Sicko LP 
Jr High IP 

ScandOfChaha 

These Dates are very Tentative. 
Check our Page for updated info.. 

www.empty-records.com 
P0BOX12034, 
Seattle, WA 98102 
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NEW 
RELEASES 

MIRANDA JULY 

HUM AROUND 

™ GLOBE ff 

*80 MILLION 
HOURS A MILE1 

Cp 

LUNG LEG 
jSWNICO 

“HeLLO, 

SIR* 
10 VCD 

'BoM 
V0YA&6* CD 

REFECT DEFECT 
mssf1 Km mckswk 
-SEND 2 STAMPS POR A COMPt.6TB CATALO&- 

\io ne state ave. #4i8 
olympia, wa 

distribution BY Mordam. 



Makoto Recordings 5ummer Onslaught 

■oevvj ^ 

Megetti, split with Gondolier, a comp track and 4 new songs. 
anywhere else, their best yet! 

G\d-Te*\tKrvYSA\ CD 
contains their split IP with OTTAWA, God's Forsaken people 7", split 
with Inourselves, all comp tracks, 3 unreleased songs and an entire 

live set from the Cleveland hardcore fest in '9$, excellent sound 

thwo great mtchigon bonds, one awesome Ip. 
you'll find some Rye, some Karp, some Mohinder, some 

ULYSSES, moybe some old Sabbath, no motter what, 
gondolier 

an extremely intense release from this Ann Arbor trio. Power and 
minimalism combine to create two emotive masterpieces, file near 

karate, hoover, rex, june of'44, etc.... 

CD's are $8 US, $9 can/mex, $11 europe, $12 
elsewhere. IP's are $7 us, $9 can/mex, $11 europe, 

$12 elsewhere. 7"'s are $3 us, $4 can/mex, $5 
europe, $6 elsewhere, no checks, mo's payable to 
Joel Wick, get it from: Lumberjack, Very, No Idea, 
Bottlenekk, Initial, Ebullition, others please write... 

tv\«V.e>|e> p<=> 

and don't forget: quixote s/t 7", jihad/ 
inourselves 7" and Jaks 7". coming soon: trans 

megetti/quixote 7", thoughts of ionesco 7", quixote/ 

gondolier 7", and more... 

Slap A Ham Records 
“Making Power Violence a cheesy catch phrase since 1989" 

CAPITALIST CASUALTIES PHOBIA "Enslaved" 
74 song CD 5 song 7' 

New CD of old stuff 

Mailorder available thru: 

VACUUM 
P.O. BOX 460324 

S.F.,CA 94146 U.S.A. 

New 7" of new stuff 

Stores & distributors contact 
Revolver U.S.A. / Scooby Doo! 

They might have 'em or maybe not.... 

You could also give a holler 46 shows / No 
to Rhetoric or Sound Idea — 

?J.°“r is M*y30 ■ Y 
Canada / No Pacific NW 
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Unamerican Activities 
"quality Rebellion At Affordable Prices' • Since 199b 

p.o. box 410663 • san francIsco • ca • 94141-0663 
http://wrnr.unaniarican.com • email: unamericandearthlink.nat 
Hi there! My name is Srini. Unamerican is a company I started because I was sick and tired of being 
mute in the midst of this country's collapse. I guess it's my mission to turn people's everyday lives into 
fucking rebellion. And I'm naive enough to think that stickers and t-shirts make a difference. 

This company fucking ROCKS. We're about adventure*, we're about CHAOS, openly and honestly expressed. We stand for MORAL, 
SPIRITUAL and POLITICAL ANARCHY, and we care about you. We're an ad agency for the creation of moments of insane kicks, and 
we know who the enemy is. These products are tools to help you fucking MATTER in the face of a society that would like to reduce 
you to a social security number. Anyway, we’d like to stay in business. We think you're RADICAL, and we're counting on you. Peace. 

t-shirts $15 each • M/L/XL only • 
heavy cotton • cool colors • they’re totally awesome 

Jr me- efina? 
\ihitey will pay. 

acid is gn&rj, 
kill the pigs. 

geek 

mugs $10 each 
white print on 
black ceramic 

stickers 
• $1 each (add $1 for postage) 
• 27 different designs 
• black on white vinyl in a 

cool click-tape font 
• 9" x 2" - the perfect size!!! 

(fuck school, fuck the right, people suck & 
bomb the mall are red & black 5" squares 
with rad-ass graphics!) 

• sweeping the nation oh yeah! 

WHITEY WILL PAY 
(z\ 13SQ UNAMERICAN ACTIVITIES 

jesus hates me • my job sucks ass • fuck work • 
bad sex sucks • drugs help alot • we're doomed • 
people suck • fuck school • this world is shit • 
cops smell funny • my boss is a jerk • bored • 
bomb the mail • fuck you, god • good for nothing • 
you're a sexist • don't get caught • darn the gov't • 
gimme gimme food stamps • coffee now dammit • 
i hate the rich • racism is typical • broke • 
no more bullshit • warm the globe • fuck the right 

t© 
We gladly accept cash or checks made out to "Srini Kumar" (NOT to 

0 "unamerican"). Simply add up your order and mail it to the address atop 
Cld • this page - it ain't rocket science. Prices listed include shipping! Please 

wait about two weeks for your order (usually it's much faster).Thanks. 



ome people are never satisfied. GS of Baton 

Rouge, Louisiana writes: “I read your last col¬ 

umn where you turned everyone into cartoon 

characters and it was pretty funny and everything, but seri¬ 

ously, what do you think about all this MRR and Furious 

George and Ben Weasel stuff?” 

At the risk of sounding like even more of a geezer than I 

am, I must give some thought to joining the PTA or running for 

the school board, if this indicates the level of reading compre¬ 

hension our young people are being provided with these days. 

While I may not have stated my point in simple declar¬ 

ative sentences, and while a fair degree of metaphor and 

analogy may have embellished my narrative, I would have 

thought that my opinions were more than obvious: that 

Maximum RocknRoll and Furious George and Ben Weasel 

were fit grist for little more than the funny papers, and if I 

had the slightest ability to draw, I would have put them there 

myself. As it was, I had to rely on words, and they were, if I 

do say so myself, fairly well-chosen ones. 

But as it turns out, GS is not alone in asking me, 

“Yeah, but how do you really feel about it?” So I suppose, 

being at a bit of a loss for other material this month, that I 

will try to address the subject with as much seriousness as 

I can muster. 

Mind you, I’m not promising a lot. For years I’ve main¬ 

tained that anyone over the age of 16 who takes MRR at face 

value deserves to have his or her intelligence called into ques¬ 

tion. I think events of the past year or so dictate that the age 

be reduced to something more along the lines of 12. 

Of course I’m speaking not so much of chronological 

age here as to I am of one’s emotional and intellectual 

maturity. It wouldn’t be unfair of you to point out that I myself 

took MRR very seriously for many years, until I was well into 

my 40s, in fact. 

I’m not sure if it’s a valid excuse, but I’ve long thought 

of myself as a prime case of arrested development, a man 

who in real years is well into middle age, but who in terms of 

social skills and emotional development may have barely 

made it out of his teens. 

It’s not anything to brag about, but hey, this is the 90s, 

right? So I might as well take full advantage of the confessional 

motif that seems to permeate—if not virtually characterize— 

modem culture. I haven’t done anything scandalous enough to get invited onto 

Oprah, but I think I can safely claim to be as dysfunctional as the next wacko. 

Still, I’m not going to try and plead insanity to explain away the more 

than seven years that I contributed to MRR, nor the way I loudly defended it 

and its editor Tim Yohannan against any and all criticism. The simple fact is 

that I believed in the magazine and I believed in Mr. Yohannan. Even when 

troubling issues arose—the way he would censor or rewrite articles, the phony 

financial reports, the hypocrisy that allowed friends of Yohannan to behave in 

ways that would have others branded as “sellouts” and “rockstars”—I com¬ 

forted myself with the rationalization that it was all for a good cause. 

Yes, I really believed that we were building an artistic and political 

community with a real chance, as Kevin Seconds once put it, of “succeed¬ 

ing where the hippies failed.” In retrospect, with that proverbial 20/20 hind¬ 

sight, it seems awfully Machiavellian—the end justifying the means and all 

that—not to mention unbearably naive. 

But like idealists from time immemorial, I was desperate for some¬ 

thing and someone to believe in. Unfortunately, I overlooked the most obvi¬ 

ous candidates, my own ideals and myself, in favor of some readymade 

ones offered by Mr. Yohannan and his followers. 

If that begins to make Yohannan sound almost like some sort of cult 

leader, it’s not that far from the truth. I began to realize this when I briefly 

lived in the MRR house back in 1988. It wasn’t like the Moonies or the 

Hare Krishnas, but neither was it remotely like a group of equals sharing a 

living and working space. 

Yohannan exerted, or at least attempted to exert, an unnatural degree 

of control over anyone who lived in the house. One of his hard and fast 

rules (applied to everyone but himself, of course) was that people living in 

the MRR house were not allowed to pair off into couples. He regularly inter¬ 

vened in budding relationships, ordering people not to associate with each 

other romantically, usually under pain of eviction. 

This got particularly messy on the occasions when one of the couple 

was someone Yohannan himself had set his eye on. There was a recurring 

pattern of idealistic young women from America’s hinterland who relocated 

to San Francisco, lured by the prospect of working directly under Tim 

Yohannan, only to learn that he envisioned “under” in quite a different 

sense than they had. 

If these sort of things had been going on in a normal environment, an 

office, say, or a classroom, or just a shared apartment, they might have 

seemed more bizarre and unacceptable. But while we MRR regulars might gig¬ 

gle and gossip about them behind Tim’s back, we still viewed them as mere 

quirks of his personality, like his predilection for having greasy junk food deliv¬ 

ered to him every evening, or his addiction to Perry Mason reruns, or his ten¬ 

dency to write record reviews based on five or ten seconds worth of listening. 

Yohannan would say—perhaps not without justification—that my views 

are skewed by the fact that he and I never got along very well during the time 

we were living together. Looking back, it’s fairly obvious why: almost everyone 

else living at the MRR house was quite young, in most cases having only 

recently left college or their parents’ home. We used to joke about MRR being 

a haltway house between childhood and the real world. 

I, on the other hand, had been living on my own'for decades, and was 

only slightly younger than Yohannan; obviously I was much less inclined to 



treat him as the father/authority figure that he seemed to represent to most 

of the MRR crowd. He found fault with my frequent absences from the 

house, even when I was engaged in causes that I felt were vitally important, 

particularly environmental issues, which he sneered at as “yuppie” or “mid¬ 

dle class.” I felt as though I were squandering my time and my energy on 

tasks that were literally, as the MRR masthead advises, “shitwork.” I think 

we were both quite relieved when I told him, after only a few months, that 

I was moving out. 

But my fundamental loyalty to the man and the magazine remained 

intact. I had screaming arguments with him about certain issues, but always 

ended up reasoning that we agreed about the great majority of things, and 

were working toward similar goals by only slightly different routes. Even 

when, years later, I decided as a matter of principle that I had to stop writ¬ 

ing for MRR, I still thought of us as being more or less on the same side. ' 

It may not have always seemed that way, since I said and wrote some 

things that were harshly critical of both Yohannan and MRR, but we often 

reserve the harshest criticism for members of our own family or political party 

or social movement, and that’s how I viewed it. I felt that MRR was veering 

off in a direction different from the one that had originally won my loyalty, 

and I felt it was my duty and responsibility to say so. 

Only very recently have I come to the reluctant conclusion that MRR’s 

current direction is not some kind of aberration, but the very logical result of 

where it’s been headed all along. Tim Yohannan hasn’t changed, I have. His 

censoriousness, his hatemongering, his blatant hypocrisy and dishonesty are 

not some mysterious departure from character, as some of his puzzled 

defenders are suggesting; they are his character. 

These are very severe things to say about another human being, partic¬ 

ularly one who is suffering from a serious illness, and who may not have very 

long to live. Generally, when someone is dying, he tries to mend fences, to 

' put his life in order and set aside old feuds, and those who know him, in turn, 

choose to look for the best aspects of his life and overlook the worst. It’s only 

with great hesitation that I speak in this way now, but just as Tim has seen fit 

to mark his last years with a redoubled outpouring of anger and hate, I feel 

that it’s necessary to speak the truth as I see it. 

A few years ago I got a lot of criticism (and some praise) for a rather nasty 

article I wrote following the death of the legendary rock promoter Bill Graham. 

Graham was an entrepreneur who moved in on the Haight Ashbury music 

scene in the 1960s and turned it into a multimillion dollar business. In the 

process of doing so, he destroyed much of what was good about it, and 

obtained a monopolistic stranglehold over Bay Area music that even twenty 

years of punk rock has been hard pressed to break out of. 

But by the time of Graham’s death, he had become a cultural icon, to 

the point where buildings were being named after him, and newspapers 

filled whole pages with testimony to what a great man he was. True, he’d 

given away a ton of money and associated himself with many good caus¬ 

es, but there was a dark underbelly to his legend, one that I felt it was not 

only right, but necessary to expose. 

I did it for the same reason I’m writing this article: because all of us who 

make it their business to comment on current events are essentially involved 

in the act of making history. “It’s not made by great men," the Gang of Four 

memorably intoned, and they were right, in the sense that while the great men 

(and women, of course) provide the raw grist for the mill, it’s the historians who 

decide what future generations will read and see. 

Now in the larger scheme of things, Tim Yohannan and Maximum 

RocknRoll—in fact the whole punk rock movement which he attempted to 

control and manipulate—may represent little more than a culturally insignif¬ 

icant asterisk. Certainly they’re not likely to leave the kind of legacy and 

baggage associated with Bill Graham’s enterprises, but the principle is the 

same, and that’s why I feel it’s necessary to comment. 

Ultimately, it doesn’t matter whether we’re writing about kings and 

queens or backwoods peasants or Mr. and Mrs. Middle Of The Road 

America on some godforsaken cul de sac of tract homes just down the road 

from McDonald’s. All of it is history, sociology, anthropology, philosophy, 

ethics, esthetics, the multiple overlapping disciplines by which we try to 

reach to the true heart of the matter: what it is to be a human being, and 

how we as humans can best live in society with others. 

The insights we gain from observing how we interact as people, from 

understanding the motives and values that drive us, are absolutely vital, 

wherever they're derived from. By the same token, to simply laugh off Tim 

Yohannan’s actions as the foibles of an eccentric megalomaniac is to dan¬ 

gerously overlook the point. 

Yohannan’s influence may never have extended beyond a few thou¬ 

sand readers of his magazine, but what is at issue is not the size of that 

influence, but its character. The fact that I, a reasonably intelligent and edu¬ 

cated person, could be induced to make excuses for moral failings that 

should have been obvious to anyone, concerns me. The fact that many 

other equally intelligent and educated people still harbor a fundamental 

respect for Yohannan concerns me more. 

Years ago John Crawford (whose very name, in a bit of 1984-style 

memory hole editing, is banned from being mentioned in MRR) told me that 

I was mistaken, that Tim Yohannan was not a basically good guy with a few 

wacky ideas, but a basically bad man with a handful of good ideas. 

I didn’t believe him at the time, for a variety of reasons. Perhaps 

because I don’t like to think of anyone as essentially bad, perhaps because I 

was still too naive and idealistic to want to believe bad things about my 

heroes (yes, I will freely admit it: I once looked up to Yohannan as a great 

man). But I think—and this reflects badly on me, I know—that the biggest 

reason was that it was someone else’s ox who was being gored. 

The people who ’Were regularly denounced or slandered or censored in 

MRR were people who I, like Yohannan, considered the enemy. They had 

some connection to a major label, their tour bus was too big, they had writ¬ 

ten for some fanzine that had said bad things about MRR; whatever the case, 

I was on the inside and they were on the outside. I was benefiting from being 

part of the in crowd, first from getting recognition as a columnist, later, from 

uncritical promotion of the record label I had started. 

So I was quite a hypocrite myself, turning a blind eye to things I knew 

weren’t quite right because it served my own purposes. I’m not proud of 

that. All I can say now is that I hope I’ve learned from it. 

Given my past experience, I shouldn’t have been surprised at how 

seriously Tim set about wreaking vengeance on me for leaving the fold and 

calling the reputation of his magazine into question. I was now one of the 

outsiders, one of the enemy. I had watched Tim do the same thing to Jello 
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Biafra (one of the original founders of MRR, though you’d never know that 

now), and then snicker between the lines when recounting the story of 

how Biafra had been beaten and crippled by thugs who could have 

gleaned their epithets of “rock star” and “sellout” straight from the pages 

of MRR. 

It was then that, for the first time, I began to seriously question the 

character of this man. Jello Biafra had been his friend for many years, and 

though they had grown apart in some ways, it was hard to imagine why, 

with all the evils in the world deserving of criticism, Yohannan had turned 

his guns on someone who was guilty of nothing other than making a little 

more money than Yohannan thought appropriate. 

The money issue has always been a particularly curious one anyway; 

while Tim has been viciously critical of people for making money from the 

punk scene, his outrage has been strangely selective. John Crawford has 

calculated—and not unreasonably, I think—that Tim Yohannan is making 

about $50,000 a year from the magazine, mostly in the form of benefits 

like free rent, transportation, and the like, and most of it tax free, since it 

is categorized as a business expense. Yet he has continually insisted that 

MRR contributors and workers donate their labor, that they would be cor¬ 

rupted by receiving money for their efforts. 

Lookout Records was declared an enemy of the people, apparently for 

^ making too much money, even though Lookout’s success came without 

|H making deals with major labels, while remaining fiercely independent, and 

j| by giving its bands a bigger percentage of profits than any label, major or 

N indie. Fat Wreck Chords, bigger than Lookout, partially distributed by RED, a 

■ Sony subsidiary, and—at least until recently—charging higher prices, 

remained strangely immune from criticism (please note: I refer to Fat only 

for comparison purposes; I personally don’t have any problem with them). 

0* Ben Weasel, who himself had been booted from MRR for the crime 

of going on tour with Green Day and being too money-hungry, was 

J brought back to MRR once it became clear that he would write bad things 

about Lookout. The fact that Ben’s principal motivation for his attack on 

Lookout was his ongoing attempt to get control of his old records in order 

to re-sell them for—guess what?—more money, didn’t seem to faze Tim 

at all. 

I should state here, out of fairness, that I haven’t read the last couple 

issues of MRR. People have told me a few ofThethings that have been 

said, but frankly, I’m not that interested in the details. The reason I stopped 

reading MRR is exactly the same reason that I stopped watching network 

television news during the Gulf War: it is a fundamentally dishonest publi¬ 

cation, and its specific contents are not worthy of comment. 

I don’t mean to say that everything in there is untrue. Quite the con¬ 

trary; I’m sure the majority of things printed in MRR have at least some 

basis in reality. Even some of the criticisms directed at me are probably 

valid, or would be if they were made by a legitimate magazine. But a legit¬ 

imate magazine is concerned with finding out the truth, with providing its 

readers with all the information necessary to make an intelligent decision 

on the issues it covers. That is not the case with MRR. It, like the corpo¬ 

rate media in wartime, is a propaganda organ, intended only to inflame 

popular opinion. Any facts that detract from that aim are irrelevant, and 

will not be printed. 

Please don’t misunderstand me; I have absolutely no problem with any¬ 

one criticizing me in print. In publishing my own magazine, I've never once 

refused to print a letter, no matter how harshly critical of me it might be. 

That is not the case with MRR. When Tim decides that someone is the 

enemy, they lose any right to reply to his attacks. Winston Smith, the polit¬ 

ical artist who created many of the Dead Kennedys most famous graphics, 

learned this the hard way. When Yohannan attacked him as a “corporate 

whore,” Winston wrote back to argue that the money he had made from 

designing a Green Day cover was the first serious money he’d earned in 

twenty years as a punk artist, and that Tim had in fact made far more 

money out of the punk scene than he, Winston, ever had. 

You didn’t see that letter in MRR, of course, because Tim wouldn't 

print it. While MRR’s letter columns often feature critical letters, you’ll 

notice that without fail, they’re always from people who argue their point so 

badly that Tim (or whoever else answers them) can easily make monkeys 

out of them. Any letter that successfully makes a point that Tim can’t 

answer never sees the light of day. 

That’s why, in case you wondered, that during the last several months 

of MRR’s Lookout-bashing, you’ve never seen anything resembling 

Lookout’s side of the story. If you asked him, it’s very possible that Tim 

would claim that I, or someone from Lookout, need only write a letter to the 

editor, but he’d be lying, because he wouldn’t print it. What's more, if he 

were seriously interested in finding out the truth as opposed to whipping up 

hatred against Lookout and myself, don’t you think he might have at least 

asked me to comment on the various charges he was making? He never 

did, and if he claims otherwise, he’s lying again. 

My guess is that after reading this article, he’ll publicly call for me to 

debate him in the pages of MRR on these and other issues. Let me say 

right here that I’m not going to. It would only help him sell more issues of 

a magazine that I no longer think is worthy of existing. This past year I’ve 

lost my last shred of respect for both MRR and Yohannan, and oddly 

enough, it wasn’t over his attacks on me and/or my former record label, but 

over a very nasty and underhanded deed on his part that was aimed specif¬ 

ically at the very magazine you’re now reading. 

It's understandable, even to be expected, that two different maga¬ 

zines might have two different points of view. While Punk Planet and MRR 

cover more or less the same music scene, they have differences, and both 

magazines have from time to time carried articles critical of the other. That, 

at the risk of sounding cheesy, is the American way, the way of any coun¬ 

try where’s there’s freedom of speech and the press. 

Different ideas are expressed and argued, and the people can decide 

for themselves which are most valid. But Tim Yohannan was not willing to 

let his ideas stand on his own. When Punk Planet was offered the oppor¬ 

tunity to join the same distribution group as MRR, in other words, to be able 

to compete on an equal and fair basis, Tim pulled out all the stops in an 

attempt to block it. It was dirty and underhanded, and aimed not at pro¬ 

mulgating ideas and free expression, but at hindering it. When the same 

thing is done by large corporations, it’s called monopoly capitalism. It’s also 

illegal, and rightly so. 

It’s sadly ironic, but in this, as in many other ways, Tim and MRR are 

guilty of behavior worse than the corporations they constantly condemn. 



Even staunchly capitalist organs like the Wall Street Journal or the New York 

Times never prints attacks on individuals or companies without offering them 

the right to reply. If major magazines or newspapers attempted to sabotage 

their competitors’ ability to get distributed, they’d have to do it very quietly, 

or their owners would be sued, or even arrested. 

When MRR printed a fake ad defaming the character of Alternative 

Tentacles Records, they did so secure in the knowledge that regardless of 

the bad blood between them, Jello Biafra wasn’t going to sue them, even 

though he had every right to. The same goes for the numerous unsubstan¬ 

tiated slanders and libels that they’ve printed over the years about anyone 

who’s managed to make it on to Tim’s shit list. Legitimate magazines or 

newspapers don’t have that privilege, but Tim has coasted on misplaced 

punk cred for so long that he apparently now considers himself above the 

laws of basic decency and honesty. 

I realized somewhere in the course of writing this that I’ve become 

guilty of precisely what I cautioned against at the beginning of this column: 

taking MRR seriously. I realize also that it’s quite possible that by the time 

these words are printed Tim Yohannan might be seriously ill or even have 

passed away, and if that is the case, I will be seen as particularly churlish 

for having brought up these issues at what appears to be such an inappro¬ 

priate time. 

I hope, of course, that Tim beats his illness, and lives a long and happy 

life, and, above all, changes his way of thinking and acting. If he doesn’t do 

the latter, of course, I doubt his chances of achieving the former will be very 

great. But if, unhappily, he goes to his grave unrepentant, persisting in the 

kind of behavior that he’s been guilty of in the past, I’m not willing to see 

him lionized as some sort of punk rock hero or martyr. 

I believe a person should be judged by what he or she does, and Tim’s 

actions are not those of a good man. I’m fairly sure that he rationalizes 

them as being in the service of the “revolution” to which he has devoted 

his life, but I think I need only ask this: if by some miracle, Tim were to get 

his revolution, and were to end up being dictator of America instead of 

MRR, is it the kind of place where you would want to live? 

All right, that’s what I have to say about that. If Tim wants to reply, he 

can rant and rave in his own magazine, or he can write a letter to Punk 

Planet, which I’m sure will print it, just as they printed his last letter com¬ 

plaining about me. Too bad MRR doesn’t have the same integrity. As for the 

Monkey Man and the Weasel, I don’t have much else to say. They’re rock 

stars on the make, and I wish them luck, and everything they want—or think 

they do. All the money, all the fame, all the teenage groupies are not going 

to make them happy anyway. But have fun trying. 

As for me, thanks for asking, I’m living in London and happily putter¬ 

ing away at my music and my writing and seeing lots of plays and movies. 

My band will have a record out sometime this year, and hopefully a new 

issue of my magazine will emerge someday as well. 

I think it’s only fair to say, and I probably should have at the begin¬ 

ning, that the ideas in this column are completely my own, and do not 

reflect those of Lookout Records or anybody else. One of the joys of being 

a person instead of a company is that I get to say whatever I want again, 

and only have my own conscience to answer to. As you can see here, that’s 

exactly what I’m doing. 

a was hard up on my luck, struggling to make ends meet, and des¬ 

perately looking for a job that fostered my creative aspirations with¬ 

out breaking my back. It’s the typical dream in New York City, but 

it’s just not realistic. Most of my friends would consider themselves lucky if 

their monthly salary was almost equal to the average $800 studio apart¬ 

ments that litter Manhattan’s Lower East Side. But why would they? It 

would make way too much sense to parallel minimum wage with the rising 

average costs of rent in this city. 

So I took what I could get. It was the summer of 1993, and my room¬ 

mate was working for a young company called Sonic Net. In those days, 

the Internet was little more than a media buzz word and, to be honest, I 

still have very little idea as to what actually went on in those Vestry Street 

offices. Regardless, my roommate arranged for me to interview for a pub¬ 

licity position that was opening up there. The pay was good, and that was 

basically all I cared about anyway. 

I barely slept a wink that night. I’d spent all day forging a resume and 

I was worried that I’d get caught in one of the various fabrications I was 

hoping to get away with. In the morning, after donning my best “profes¬ 

sional” face and Fred Perry, I went in for the interview. Somehow, within the 

course of a fifteen minute conversation, I managed to convince my boss— 

a seasoned veteran of the public relations industry—that I had been doing 

independent publicity out of my bedroom for several years. And with that, I 

started first thing Monday morning. 

Come to think of it, I can’t remember the last job that I didn’t lie 

through my teeth to get. 

Armed with a sheet of media contacts and a telephone, I went to 

work. My first assignment was to generate some interest for an upcoming 

Sonic Net event featuring ‘60s counter-culturalist Timothy Leary, and as 

easy as that sounds, it wasn’t. Most of the modern-day press wouldn’t 

touch old Leary with a stick. “The guy is dead news," one reporter told me. 

“Who cares if he's learned how to use a computer?” 

For what it's worth, I actually managed to prove myself after countless 

hours of wrangling. Allies to the cause began sprouting up in all sorts of 

places: WBAI Radio passed on Leary, but picked up an interview with Sonic 

Net founder and typical spoiled rich kid Tim Nye; the Village Voice ran a flat¬ 

tering preview of the live show; and even better, ABC agreed to cover the 

story for a weekly news program they’d been trying to get off the ground. In 

a matter of weeks, I began seeing truth in my own web of deception. And 

Judith, my boss, seemed to agree. 

One day, she called me in to her office to congratulate me on the fine 

job I’d been doing. “I must admit," she said, “you’re a bit of a natural, 
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Norm.” My roommate and I had so many funny stories to share after clocks 

were punched. 

It rained all day, and even though Quicksand were playing across 

town, I was basically stuck at Thread Waxing Space awaiting Leary's arrival. 

By late afternoon, he strolled into my makeshift office wearing a black blaz¬ 

er and mock turtleneck, tucked into his blue jeans. His body appeared frag¬ 

ile, but his spirit seemed undaunted by his ailing physical condition. I stood 

up to greet him but he’d already taken a seat by the time I offered my hand. 

“This tour is killing me,” he said. I could relate, having just come off 

a year long tour myself. He joked: “Neither of us are getting any younger, 

are we?” 

I could tell that Leary liked me. We laughed like a pair of childhood 

friends. Spoke candidly over bad black coffee from the deli downstairs. And 

when I casually mentioned how I thought that most of the early psychadelic 

stances that made him famous were nothing more than a bad excuse to 

get stqned, he appreciated my sentiment with a wink. “Sometimes," he 

noted in confidence, “it’s easy to get caught up in the things that people 

expect you to say. I’m not sure I believe in it all either.” 

ABC arrived that evening to begin the shoot. Leary, over seventy years 

old by this point, was having more than a good time poking fun at their 

careerist producer and taunting the solemn camera crew as if he’d just 

^ snatched candy from them. With his fingers near crippled, Timothy asked 

H| that I come on TV with him to type the keys for his on-line Question & 

jJ Answer period. Ever the opportunist for fame, I willfully obliged—but when 

j I watched the show that aired, the only way I could really tell it was me was 

■ by the small birthmark on the back of my head and by the shirt that I’d 

{] unconsciously worn: “Project X: NYC Straightedge.” So much for the grand- 

*5 father of acid’s big comeback, I thought. 

^ Before Sonic Net, I managed a small health food store in the East 

J Village called Prana. Saturday mornings were always my favorite day in the 

store because most of my time there was spent alone or alone with the pro¬ 

duce person. Many of New York City’s health food elite drink soy milk to 

compensate for the outrageous amounts of alcohol consumption and 

chemical intake that occur on any given weekend. These people don’t usu¬ 

ally do their shopping until well after noon. 

Of the few people who actually came in, I remember only two: One 

was a sorry old lady who dressed in rags, always trying to illegally cash her 

food stamps in by purchasing a half a carrot every half hour. The other was 

an older man who kept a beard and always seemed a bit disheveled. His 

sense of humour was wry and because of it, I rarely got the punch line to 

his jokes. Still, I liked him just the same. He told me that he'd been to India 

after noticing the sacred Hindu beads around my neck. He mentioned that 

he’d met “the Swami.” I never thought to ask his name, but I recognized 

him and continued the conversations for months after that. 

One day, he came in when Alison was working. We carried on for a bit, 

and then I rung him up. Occasionally, when older people came into the 

store, I’d run them discounts or let certain, more expensive items go. He 

noticed my gesture and thanked me profusely before walking out. 

Alison turned around, gaping. "You’re friends with Allen Ginsberg?” 

I hadn’t really figured it out until then, but yeah. In an off-handed 

way, I was. 

Ginsberg never seemed to revel in his celebrity. He bought his oat¬ 

meal, paid in cash, and walked out of the store like everyone else. I like to 

think that he talked to me because he knew something that I didn’t—that 

is, remarkably, who he was. 

Even now, I’m still not sure of that. What I do know about Allen 

Ginsberg, I like: In 1956, during a poetry reading, one heckler shouted, 

“What do you mean, nakedness?”—to which Allen responded by shedding 

his clothes. In 1974, a pair of muggers attacked him in front of his East 

Tenth Street apartment. Ginsberg, a practicing Buddhist since the early 

70s, began incessantly chanting the Sanskrit mantra “Om” until the mug¬ 

gers screamed, "Shut up or we’ll kill you!”—apparently while running 

away. And best of all, when Ginsberg realized that his work was producing 

more income than he had ever thought possible, he legally turned himself 

into a non-profit organization, giving away countless dollars to people that, 

he felt, needed it. Yes, the man was punk. 

The problem with all of this, I guess, is the fact that I barely knew any 

of it when I stood within inches of his face. To this day, the only one of his 

written works that I’ve thoroughly explored were his Indian Journals from 

1963, and on literary terms, I just wasn’t that impressed. Unlike Leary, I 

had no idea who Ginsberg was when I met him. And because of that, he’ll 

always be that little man with the beard who met “the Swami.” Strangely 

enough, I kind of like that. 

• • • 

“Heaven,” Ginsberg wrote, “is a place beyond shit and desire. Not to 

be afraid of anybody or anything anymore.” 

It’s three years later. Both Leary and Ginsberg passed away this year 

within months of each other, and the local papers seem to be mourning 

over the loss of these “counter-culturalist” icons. Many of these papers 

were the same who refused to talk to “old man” Leary back in the day; 

should I assume they’d have been more interested in Ginsberg? Probably 

not. I surmise they’d already buried the pair by 1993. The obituaries had 

long since been written. 

From Punk Planet’s Asian Bureau: 

hen we last left our intrepid reporter, he had left the 

“communist” paradise of China and the capitalist uber- 

colony of Hong Kong in his rear view mirror, and had set 

out for Thailand and Singapore. 

• • • 

Bangkok, Thailand — The woman on stage is shooting darts across 



the room using nothing but her vagina. 

No, really. 

She is naked, and she is hitting—with pinpoint accuracy—balloons 

that have been thoughtfully arranged on the ceiling on the other side of the 

room. She is exploding the balloons with the darts that she is shooting from 

her vagina, and she does not miss. The men in the room are awestruck. 

Jill, who is sitting next to me, is even more awestruck. 

“The muscle control..." she says, her voice fading out in wonder. Her 

mouth is slack. 

We are in a bar known as “SuperPussy’s'’ and boy, there was never a 

bar more aptly named. The women in the bar don’t limit their talents to 

shooting out balloons at twenty yards. They smoke cigarettes with their vagi¬ 

nas, they dispense dozens of ping-pong balls like a vending machine, they 

unwind hundreds of yards of streamers like some bizarre walking toilet paper 

roll. They open coke bottles with their vaginas, they pull birds out of their 

vaginas, they shoot bananas across the room where they hit the wall with a 

horrifying “SPLAT!” which echoes for several seconds before people can 

even begin to reattach their jaws to their heads. 

Jill is more impressed than I am, and I’m fairly impressed. We are 

in the Pat Pong district of Bangkok, the sleaziest part of a truly unpleas¬ 

ant town. While the rest of Thailand is extraordinarily beautiful, Bangkok 

is like Los Angeles, only with fewer freeways to help you get around and 

more people trying to rip you off—though I will admit that the food is bet¬ 

ter. Unlike China and Hong Kong, where you merely get the feeling that 

people are intensely interested in figuring out a way to earn your money, 

in Bangkok you get the feeling that people are actively trying to figure out 

ways to steal your money, and boy is there a distinction. 

And the atmosphere of universal bad karma is intensified by the sweat¬ 

ing German and Japanese tourists wandering Bangkok, looking for 14 year- 

old prostitutes to have sex with, girls who have been sold into sexual slavery 

by their parents (we ceased enjoying the show at SuperPussy’s when it real¬ 

ly dawned on us that these girls and their supremely trained genitalia were 

not there by choice, or even something approximating choice. It was like 

watching a slave show, and we felt complicit and gross. At about that moment 

a prostitute tried to feel up Jill’s inner thigh. We left very quickly.). 

The German and Japanese men—generally in their forties and slight¬ 

ly overweight—are here on sex tours, arranged at home, where they come, 

have sex with girls too young (they believe) to have AIDS, too young and 

placid to talk back, and totally submissive to their every whim. You walk the 

streets of Bangkok as though in a medieval painting of hell, with the 

grotesques and the burlesques standing on the sidewalks instead of frozen 

on a canvas. The Buddhist temples are beautiful, and constructed on a 

scale difficult to imagine. But beyond that—and I appreciated they tran¬ 

quillity and the power of those monuments—I found Bangkok truly loath¬ 

some, and we left quickly for the countryside. Thankfully, we knew that 

more interesting things awaited us in the Golden Triangle. 

• • • 

Chang Rai, Thailand — We are sitting in a canoe that has a motor on 

the end. We are traveling into the jungle on the Mekok river, and the day is 

beautiful. It is ninety five and the sun feels like its peeling the skin off our 

faces. The driver stops from time to time to bail out the canoe, which fills 

with water as we hit the waves thrown up by the river. We are moving 

impossibly fast, skimming above the water. It feels like a scene out of 

Apocalypse Now, and when a helicopter briefly flies above us, on military 

training exercises I assume, it feels like I’m in a movie. 

We stop at a village, where the people live in the same manner as 

they have for hundreds of years. They are the hill people, and they are not 

Thai. They are Burmese, perhaps, or Chinese, or perhaps something else 

entirely, and they survive by growing opium and selling it to them men who 

come from the cities. They are not Khun Sa’s men—they run the Burmese 

operation, and control most of the world’s opium supply. These are small 

time operators, and these villagers never see much of the huge profits 

pulled down by the guys who live in the conspicuously large plantation 

houses along the road to the airport. 

The villagers raise chickens and pigs and dogs—all to eat. They run 

freely around and when they want to eat one they catch it, kill it, and cook 

it. The trees are full of fruit, the river is full of fish. They eat, they have chil¬ 

dren, many die. They smoke opium in their huts which are too small for me 

to fit inside. I look like a giant compared to them. The ones who are smok¬ 

ing opium look empty, like coke bottles poured of their contents. But there 

is a strange glint in their eye, and I may be reading far too much into it but 

they seem to be laughing at us, at Jill and I. I don’t know what they’re 

laughing at, and I don’t know that it matters. 

At the next village, we pay a few bhat, and one of the villagers gives 

us a ride on his elephant. We fed the elephant a bunch of bananas and 

some sugar cane to ensure that he feels like moving. We wander around 

the village on top of the elephant, which is like fifty feet up in the air, and 

the people are staring at us like they’re looking a couple of Martians—they 

sort of are—and they smile at us, and try to sell us some handicrafts, which 

we buy because we are now reaching operatic heights of guilt. 

• • • 

Singapore — Singapore could not be more different than Thailand, 

even though they are so close it is like traveling from Boston to New York, 

except in this scenario, Boston is so poor you can barely stand it and is gov¬ 

erned by a King (Rama IX) who loves playing jazz on nine different instru¬ 

ments and whose great great grandfather was the subject of The King and 

/; while, in this scenario, New York is some strange, hyper-clean metropo¬ 

lis where it is illegal to chew gum. 

It is, as reported, illegal to chew gum in Singapore. You cannot spit. You 

will be fined if you fail to flush the toilet in a public restroom. You will be caned 

if you engage in graffiti-type behavior. You may recall, from the example of 

Michael Fay, that being caned involves being forced to drop trou, and then 

being hit on the rump with a big bamboo cane. It is reported to hurt so much 

that people pass out. And you can’t sit down for a week. 

More important, however, is the fact that while Singapore is incred¬ 

ibly repressive, it is also a profoundly pleasant place to live. It is like a 

combination of the most boring suburb you can imagine with a sophisti¬ 

cated city. It has the best food you could ask for, warm weather all year 

round (okay, HOT weather all year round, but who’s counting) and every¬ 

one makes a lot of money, even poor people, and everyone is guaranteed 

housing (which is actually pretty nice) and everyone has a social securi¬ 

ty safety net that ensures that not only will old people be able to buy 
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food, it ensures that they will be able to live our their days in style. The 

food may be the best in the world—and the food stalls are so clean you 

could eat off their garbage cans. The subways are made of marble and 

granite, and are so nice you feel like you’re in Disneyland. In fact, 

Singapore is just that—it’s like New York if Manhattan was run by Disney. 

Except there is a mandatory death penalty for drug possession—as 

opposed to Disneyland, where you merely get thrown out of the park. 

There are Muslims and Hindus and Confucians and Buddhists in 

Singapore, and they all get along pretty well because they know that the 

system they have will leave them with a comfortable life, so long as they 

don’t complain about anything. There is very little artistic expression, 

because people are afraid to jeopardize their comfortable lives with any¬ 

thing too edgy. English is the official language, and it was created that way 

so that no minority would feel as though it had an advantage, since none 

of them are native English speakers. It is, without a doubt, the strangest 

place I've ever seen. It’s paradise, I guess, but it isn’t exactly fun, which 

makes you wonder whether it’s possible to create the greater good for peo¬ 

ple while still enjoying yourself. 

The one big tourist attraction in Singapore is a gigantic bird zoo—the 

world’s largest one, actually. At this bird zoo, in cages, are the most beau¬ 

tiful birds you have ever seen. The birds are always assured of being fed, 

never have to worry about predators, and live much longer lives than they 

do in the wild. 

There’s a metaphor there. I’m sure of it. 

Kerosene@aol.com 

Qt’s so hot that the birds on my street sing all night. At two o’clock 

in the morning, I awaken on top of the covers to their chirping 

somewhere outside. The songs change constantly, repeat, vary in 

pitch. My cat is stretched out on the cool, smooth floor. A few hours later, 

the sun rises again, mercilessly staring, so bright and so hot that it seems 

to become nothing but a reflection of itself a million times across the flat, 

stagnant sky. Birds are still singing. 

My thoughts are poised on the Fall. My thoughts, as summer 

descends like a shining demon, are with the cold months, five-thou- 

sand-one-hundred-and-seventy miles away. Summer has just begun, 

and I am waiting for it to be finished with. Lives will be permanently, 

irrevocably changed. Leaves will die and turn to dust. I’ve been sitting 

around, going to work, reading books, hanging around with my friends, 

but I know it’s just a matter of time before all of this gets interesting. 

The sun may be a powerful bastard now, but wait until Autumn, when it 

will be no more than a shape behind an endless ocean of clouds, on the 

opposite side of the planet. 

• • • 

“You should apply for financial aid and finish school.” It’s mother’s day, 

she’s hundreds of miles away, and we've had this conversation so many 

times I feel like I’m trying to remember my lines. “If you don’t have a degree, 

it’s just going to be harder for you to get a good job.” 

“Mom, this is a different world than the one you went to school in. 

What I want to do has never required a degree. Don't worry. I’ll graduate 

sometime...” 

“Have you submitted anything to any magazines yet?” 

“I do my own magazine. I write my column, and it’s seen by thousands 

of people all over the world...” I reply lamely. 

“But you don’t get paid for that.” 

“It’s not about money!” 

“I just think you should send something to a [real] magazine that will 

pay you. You know, your sister-in-law gets $200 a month writing stories for 

those True Romance magazines." 

For god’s sake... 

“Don’t worry, mom. Everything’s going fine. I’ve got a good job, I’m sav¬ 

ing money for England, I’m doing okay. I wish I had something to send to some 

magazine, but my priority for my writing is my zine and my column. And if I've 

got nothing for them, I’ve got nothing for some big magazine in New \t>rk...” 

“I just want you to succeed,” she replies with that calm, motherly 

tone. “But you won’t until you put your work out there, take the rejection, 

and keep trying.” 

“But I can't submit writing to anyone if I haven’t even been writing...” 

And so on. 

• • • 

A popular American myth is that anyone can succeed and become 

wealthy and comfortable if only they work hard enough and subscribe to the 

dominant cultural models: finishing college, finding a career not a job, own¬ 

ing property, buying new cars, getting married, and breeding. It’s awfully old- 

fashioned, but it's ingrained, especially where I’m from, that being the bor¬ 

ing middle class suburbs of the 1970s and 80s. These are goals that ulti¬ 

mately sustain the culture and economy of consumerism and materialism. 

Goals that ensure a comfortable retirement, a paid-for funeral, and leaving 

copies of oneself for posterity, in the form of offspring. 

Well, no thanks. I don’t wish to be enslaved by a job so that I can own 

a $100,000 house or a $12,000 car. Children are expensive and impor¬ 

tant and tie you down, man. I know the things I don’t want and can't afford. 

The things I do want from life are a vague and ever-changing set of ambi¬ 

tions. They could easily be something else in six months. 

Some dreams are fanciful, some are pragmatic. Some wishes burn. 

How about a well-lit studio flat in the south of France where I can drink tiny 

coffees and write all the live long day? Better yet, perhaps I’ll come upon 

my soulmate through a strange and unlikely set of coincidences and we’ll 

spend our lives being poor but happy, riding our bikes all over England. I 

could make that happen. 

That’s the best part about what’s been going on in my mind lately. I 

don't have to get my degree/fabulous job/automobile/house in the suburbe. 



I could just as easily — perhaps even more easily — travel all over the 

world, working when needed, even giving birth to all these books I feel kick¬ 

ing in my belly, waiting to be written. 

Anyway, romance gets a bad rap. Romantics are accused of being 

immature dreamers, and eventually it’s expected that I’ll “wake up” and join 

the mainstream world of making as much money as possible as quickly as 

possible or die trying. And, of course, settling for a comfortable and conve¬ 

nient relationship with someone I merely like being around. 

Life’s too short and ripe with potential, however, for me to do this. I’m 

willing to give up my comfortable yet meager lifestyle here in the United 

States just on the outside chance that this autumn I might actually fall in 

love with someone five-thousand-one-hundred-and-seventy miles away. Go 

ahead, call me a fool. I’d wait around forever for the person who can read 

my mind and take my breath away with a single word. And I may not have 

to. October approaches. 

If you thought you might have found that one person in a million, the 

person who just might make that rare click with you, would you travel across 

the world to find out? If you were a romantic fool like me, you would. 

• • • 

Lately I feel like I've been living my days in a syrupy, tear-stained love 

letter written in the latter half of the 19th century. Or a Slint song. Or a 

movie made by a film student for a few hundred bucks. 

I always knew I’d never live a conventional lifestyle. I never saw myself 

chained to a house, kids, debt, and a soul-killing job. I am fighting this right 

now, here in my twenty-fourth year. Thinking: Is this the year that my life 

starts happening? Am I ever going to be able to see myself five or ten years 

down the road? Or will I always be comfortable planning no more than six 

months into the future? 

This column was turned in more than two weeks late, written during a 

heatwave, six months from October, which I can’t stop thinking about. 

Please write if you like: PO Box 989, Berkeley, CA. 94701. Hex 5/6 is still 

available, Hex 7 out late this summer, each $2 postpaid. Cheers. 

Qt’s early 1991. I’m resting on my bike in the grassy bowl at the base 

of the University of Nevada, Reno campus. I’m here to observe 

today’s gathering of local activists. They’re protesting U.S. military 

intervention in the Middle East. They want to denounce support of fighting 

a battle over selfish and wasteful economic interests. Clearly the war is an 

act of aggression that has little justification for American safety. 

I sympathize with the cause. I’ve never been a protester or demon¬ 

strator. I’ve never felt a connection to most activist agendas. For some rea¬ 

son, despite generally being in support of many leftist causes, I’ve always 

found traditional grass-roots-type work to be somewhat alienating. 

A smaller group of pro-war frat boys are on the street comer rallying for 

support of U.S. troops. They bark insults from afar at the activists in the bowl. 

A nubile activist girl wearing hippie clothing grabs a megaphone. She’s 

pissed off at the testosterone-based taunting. She cracks irrational counter 

insults into the megaphone in retaliation. Her hostility is as laughable as the 

Greek morons on the edge of the green. Another protest watcher chuckles at 

the girl’s anger. He looks at me. I smile. We both acknowledge what a mock¬ 

ery this situation quickly turned into. Very few people showed first of all, and 

for the few who did, they either don’t know what to say, how to say it, or are 

unable to formulate a better way to get a point across. 

Other protesters scurry to the angered activist. 

“No, that’s not the way it’s done," they plead with her. “You don't fight 

aggression with more aggression." 

There’s other major problems with the protest: people driving by honk 

in support of the flag wavers. Only about 20 people are attending the call- 

for-peace protest on the green. Trees hide their presence to passersbys on 

the street. Nobody listens to them, nobody cares. 

Within days, a yellow ribbon is stretched around Reno. Most of the 

town rallies around the media and government. The war continues. The 

anti-war protesters lose, efforts gone into virtually nothing. Though other 

protests were grander, media portrayals minimized the significance of the 

anti-war stance. It never gained mass appeal, at least not enough to garner 

any resounding influence over the world situation. 

Disgusted, I left the protest with nothing I already hadn’t suspected. As 

far as I could tell, nobody experienced any enlightenment from this situation. 

• • • 

It’s early 1997, six years after the Gulf War. I’m chatting with some 

workout buddies. They’re hot-heads, the kind of guys who work as bounc¬ 

ers and love a good fight. Ideologically, I have little in common with them. 

On a basic friendship level, even though they probably regard me as some 

kind of anomaly because I’m so obviously different from them, they show 

me more respect than many of my former friends ever did. There’s some¬ 

thing about being a man in the minds of these guys that can never be shak¬ 

en. In that alone, and the fact that I have at least one thing in common 

with them, they take the time to be somewhat respectful to me. If for noth¬ 

ing else, I can appreciate that part of them. 

They’re talking about driving by Gulf War protesters in 1991. They talk 

about how much they wanted to smash in the faces of those “pussies.” I 

tell them I was at one of those protests, and how I felt about the war. But 

I also agree with them: The anti-war protesters were ineffectual, and for 

being so obviously shallow and confrontational, it’s understandable how 

other idiot behavior caused a reaction. For as much as I disagree with their 

views, my workout buddies make a good point. It's unshakable, undeni¬ 

able: what the protesters were doing was unsuccessful, it didn't change any 

minds—in fact, it fueled more divisiveness. 

• • • 

Traditional activist routes to reform have been around for centuries. 

By now however, the powers-that-be have long been guarding them¬ 

selves against genuine democracy. When the left adheres to traditional 

P
u

n
k
 

P
la

n
e
t 



methods toward progress, against the leering prominence of business 

and governmental interests, it’s no wonder the world condition is as 

dangerously catastrophic as it is. Traditional activism is taking us 

nowhere positive. In punk specifically, the more common causes people 

find niches into, often for identity reasons, illustrate the ineffectiveness 

of traditional activism. 

What do commonly embraced marginal causes within punk (straight- 

edgism, veganism, D.I.Y.ism, punk itself, collectivism, Food Not Bombs, 

Critical Mass, and even communism and anarchism, for example) all have 

in common? 

• All are reactionary: The existence of these causes are brought about 

BECAUSE OF societal ills. All attempt simple solutions to symptoms of larger, 

extremely complex problems. Embracing simple solutions is like taking one 

step in the right direction and two steps backward. 

• All are incapable, by default, of overcoming global problems in 

urgent need of being solved now. 

• All are often really selfish. These causes are single-minded—one 

cause often puts its beliefs above all others, as so many people do in the 

first place anyway. The world is going to shit, and none of these causes are 

preventing this from happening. It’s doubtful they ever will. 

In economies where people learn from day one that their personal and 

^ economic worth is near zero, that masses resort to crime, drugs, fringe belief 

systems, mainstream religions, aberrant behavior, etc. People need to find 

jj a niche that creates a sense of self-worth. This happens in surplus 

N economies, such as within American capitalism where poor people remain 

8 poor and those who control large shares of money also control the alloca- 

P tion of resources. Under this system, poverty is fueled by surpluses. People 

can’t reproduce in poverty stricken areas that don’t have resources to sus- 

0* tain them. It’s when surplus economies, through systems of welfare and 

charities (examples of short term solutions for complex problems), keep 

J them alive and contributing to more surpluses that encourages more repro¬ 

duction and, consequently, more poverty. This happens all over the world. 

Feeding the world is feeding overpopulation. Other solutions are necessary. 

With or without traditional activism, a new language might be required 

in order to alter the course the world is taking. This language will have to 

work within society’s current structure because it’s inconceivable at this 

time to dismantle what’s already there, as so many causes attempt to do. 

(An important point: This is not to say that working within the system is nec¬ 

essary. Bureaucratic reform within bureaucracies is painstakingly slow and 

always bureaucratic, which is a recycling of the problem in the first place. 

My point is that within how we live now, people can contribute. Looking 

toward government for amends is a grave error when government is part of 

the problem, first of all, and is simply incapable of doing what’s necessary 

at this time.) Anarchism’s premise, that governments are unnecessary 

(which could very well be true), can’t be an area of focus when government 

is going to continue to have a profound role over people anyway. Going 

beyond what government is doing is possible, but traditional routes to 

attack current mores aren’t going far, at least not fast enough to get us out 

of our situation. 

I knew that in '91, but I wasn’t able articulate my feelings about why 

I felt the way I did for sympathizing with the protesters, first, then being dis¬ 

gusted by them. I can point out fallacies within unsuccessful fringe causes 

until I’m blue in the face, but then I end up being just as reactionary as 

many of these naive movements are. You can’t tell a CEO to refrain from 

polluting the environment, to pay his workers better, to wrong so many of 

his business practices when it’s in his best interest to do so. Corporations 

aren’t taxed by their wastes and drains on society, so unless it’s in their 

economic interest to change, fighting horrible business practices is a 

Herculean task left for irate leftists to get discouraged by. It seems to me, 

it might be better to tell the CEO how it would be in his best interest to do 

things differently. In a capitalist economy, the language will have to be 

based on money. 

Is this possible? I think so. Will it happen? My lack of faith in people 

leads me to believe that improving the world condition is a long time com¬ 

ing, if at all. However, finding a good argument has always been a passion 

of mine, and the words of one Paul Hawken may have provided me one. 

Hawken says: 

“My reason for optimism? Waste is too expensive. It’s cheaper to do 

the right thing.” 

Hawken means that business in particular cannot continue to be 

as wasteful as it is because sooner or later it will run out of resources. 

Altering business standards is much easier. In the long run it’s al^o 

more profitable. Under Hawken’s view, doing the right thing is possible 

within existing frameworks—without resorting to more inefficient behav¬ 

ior. For example: 

• New Urbanists (mentioned last column) are attempting to create 

something a hundred critical mass bike activists aren’t addressing: devel¬ 

oping communities where car-reliance can be reduced up to 60 percent. 

You can’t tell someone in a commuter city to ride a bike when: a) getting 

from point A to point B takes MORE time; b) riding a bike in a car-reliant 

city can be dangerous, such as in cities like Reno where any kind of pedes¬ 

trian is in danger of the arrogant driver mentality; and c) riding bikes in com¬ 

muter cities means fast, deep breaths of car exhaust, hardly a health ben¬ 

efit. New Urbanists have a better plan: to build communities around pedes¬ 

trian traffic so that cars become the burden, not the other way around. Cars 

haven’t been around for that long. If people understand that it’s cost effi¬ 

cient and less time-consuming not to have a car, and they live in areas 

where lives aren’t based around driving, there can be less cars, and con¬ 

sequently, less pollution and waste. 

• The CEO of Interface, a multinational carpet and tile company, 

changed his way of doing business. Instead of selling carpet and tile to 

hotel chains, he now leases his product. When tiles are worn, Interface 

replaces them. Instead of carpet ending up in landfill for up to 20,000 

years, Interface REUSES the old carpet for new carpet—to be re-leased 

later. The customer never buys the carpet; instead, a monthly fee is paid to 

use it. With this arrangement, according to Paul Hawken, eventually natur¬ 

al resource use will drop, employment will go up, the customer saves 

money, and the product is superior. This happens without government inter¬ 

vention, without Earth Day, environmental, and other activist causes. This 

happens because it’s profitable—and necessary. 

What Hawken is talking about is creating sustainable economies. 

These are just two examples of people working in the right direction, and 
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from my mind people deserving of more credit for being ingenious about 

workable solutions than any second-rate punk kid with a slogan-based 

agenda. When Food Not Bombs puts itself to work, what it's really doing 

is compensating for inefficient government bureaucracy because there’s 

more than enough food and money to go around in America. Food Not 

Bombs is a charity organization with a political agenda. If that's a worthy 

cause to support, go to it. Me? I'll be looking to learn about profitable 

ways to get rid of wastefulness and bureaucratic inefficiency. Ending 

those problems can make Food Not Bombs, welfare, charities, short¬ 

sighted reform agendas, fringe politics and so many other marginal caus¬ 

es obsolete. 

• • • 

Ideas generated for this article came from: 

• The Ecology of Commerce by Paul Hawken. This book received a 

half-assed mention in HeartattaCk a few issues ago and failed to focus on 

the critical reason for this book: creating sustainable economies. Actually 

reading the book provides an accurate assessment of the world condition 

and plausible solutions. As I said, if students of life are eager to actually 

learn, they’ll avoid most punk zines just as they would question what they’re 

taught in public schools. 

1 • “Natural Capitalism” by Paul Hawken, appearing in March/April 

1997 Mother Jones magazine. I normally wouldn’t recommend Mother 

Jones, but this particular article is worth it. It's a condensed view of what 

Hawken covers in The Ecology of Commerce with some excellent examples 

of how “we can create jobs, reduce taxes, shrink government, increase 

social spending, AND restore our environment." Although an environmen¬ 

talist, his views extend well beyond the recycling mentality. Recycling, it’s 

been said, causes waste. Hawken has a better idea. 

• Home from Nowhere by James Kunstler details New Urbanism. His 

overall analysis, from recreating urban environments to encouraging an 

overall brighter vision, is pretty right on, but I question some of his meth¬ 

ods. He discusses some of New Urbanism’s failures which I attribute to 

having to take on zoning boards, i.e., bureaucracies unreceptive to change. 

Clearly a better way to approach the New Urbanist agenda is in order. 

Nevertheless, the problems Kunstler outlines are accurate, and his solu¬ 

tions are noteworthy if not practical in many cases. 

• Ishmael and The Story of B by Daniel Quinn. Both books discuss 

the philosophical and spiritual side of saving the world. I only recom¬ 

mend these books to people I think are ready to throw out the conven¬ 

tion of how things can improve, as shown above, so I question punk’s 

willingness to discard the beliefs that continue to blind the its .so often 

narrow mentality. 

Nevertheless, these authors provide better ways of looking at the 

world, and more importantly, what’s possible from here. 

• • • 

I will gladly publicize in this column ideas that will work in helping to 

sustain economic modes of subsistence; anything from living practices to 

business practices, even those of worthy corporations. If you have ideas, or 

know of businesses that reuses natural resources and waste little send 

them my way. Bob Conrad, PO Box 9382, Reno, NV 89507- 9382. 

bobc@scs.unr.edu 

\ V M ou know what I fucking love about punk rock? That an acquain- 

] W tance I’d only spoken to twice in person since I met him seven 

months ago would agree to spend nine hours in a car with me 

alone to go see a punk rock show. That we could face disaster after disas¬ 

ter and still agree afterwards that it was all worth it. That a weekend filled 

with stress—more than half of which we spent in my car—solidified and 

formed a good friendship. Fuckin’ A. 

About a week ago, I e-mailed my acquaintance, “Old Man” Art, to ask 

about an Anti-Flag show in Nashville. I had been planning on going with my 

friend Dave since it was the first weekend of my spring break but I invited 

Art to come along. He seemed somewhat surprised by my offer (probably 

because of that whole only-talked-to-each-other-twice thing) but accepted. 

The night before I left Urbana to go to my mom’s house for spring break, 

Dave called and said he couldn’t go with me because his boss got diag¬ 

nosed with some strange disease and he had to cover for him. I was going 

to spend the entire weekend with an almost complete stranger. Oh boy. 

I picked Art up at his apartment in Chicago at 10 a.m., no mean feat 

for a night crawler like me. Being tanked up on a huge cup of coffee cer¬ 

tainly didn’t hurt. The drive to Nashville was actually pretty exciting for me, 

a bom and raised Midwesterner who has practically never seen a hill taller 

than twenty feet. Art on the other hand, Mr. Traveled-To-Every-Continent- 

But-One, only got a fire lit in his pants when we passed outlet malls. Out of 

an ensuing conversation we had after passing one such mall came one of 

my favorite phrases out of Art’s mouth on our trip: “I’d pay a LOT of money 

for a really colorful sweater.” 

As of our departure time, we had no idea how to get to Lucy’s, the 

record store Anti-Flag was supposed to play at. As a matter of fact, we had 

no clue about Lucy’s whereabouts until we actually rolled into Nashville 

and asked for directions at a gas station. That brought a nostalgic tear to 

my eye as I remembered the summer of 1995 when a few friends of mine 

and I went to a punk fest in Marmora, Canada without directions (or a 

map, most of the time). Also, our original estimate for travel time had 

been a little over seven hours but it actually took us closer to nine. Of 

course, we hadn’t anticipated being stuck in construction for an hour dur¬ 

ing which time we were actually at a complete standstill for about five or 

ten minutes. What was really bizarre was that the lane on the highway that 

was blocked off looked like it had been paved and finished years ago—it 

was black and shiny but already looked like it was disintegrating with big 

chunks of tar scattered all over its surface which was all crumbly and had 

really rough edges. 
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Anyway, we arrived at Lucy’s at seven, in surprisingly high spirits, an 

hour before the show was to begin. Art being the guy who was booking Anti- 

Flag’s tour chatted with the folks doing the show. He asked if Anti-Flag had 

arrived yet. One of the wompn doing the show said they’d called a half an 

hour earlier and were stranded in a town called Lebanon with what they 

thought was a broken fan belt. My jaw dropped and heart plummeted into 

the soles of my seven dollar Venture shoes. “Nine hours nine hours nine 

hours” was all I could think. The woman told us Lebanon was about twenty 

minutes away so Art and I, in desperation, told her we'd go try to find them 

and that she should tell them we were on our way if they called. During the 

frenzied drive to Lebanon, we fantasized about finding them, dejected and 

desperate, and saving them and their whole tour. We’d drive up to them, 

they’d stare at us uncomprehendingly for a few seconds, then break out into 

smiles and cheers when they realized who we were. You see, they didn't 

know we were coming—we’d planned on surprising them. 

We drove at breakneck speed for about 35 or so miles before we saw 

the first Lebanon exit. There was a sign for 8 gas stations so we figured they 

would definitely be there. Of course, they weren't. We drove to the next 

Lebanon exit. No luck. No more Lebanon exits either. Two hours after we had 

left on our search, we headed back to Nashville freaking out and torturing our- 

selves. What if they hadn’t really broken down but woke up too late that morn- 

^ ing in D.C. to make it to the show and had to come up with some excuse? 

HI What if they weren’t really in Lebanon but some other nearby town and we’d 

j never find them? Man, if we'd just told them we were coming instead of plan- 

j ning this dumb surprise, none of this would be happening. What if they could- 

M n’t fix their van in time and we drove nine hours for nothing? Another prob- 

j] lem was that they were supposed to call Art the next day for directions to a 

last minute show he had set up for them in St. Louis on Monday (this, we 

thought the night before, ensured the secrecy of our surprise) which meant 

that be couldn’t give them the directions in Nashville as he had planned, but 

J we’d have to drive back that night in order to get back to Chicago before they 

called the next day. Ooh, we were PEEVED. 

We got back to Lucy’s around 9:15. I was starving so I left on a quest 

for food while Art waited at Lucy's in case Anti-Flag called again. I got direc¬ 

tions to a Mexican place and made it there only to realize that it was sit- 

down only so I walked to the fast food place next door. It was locked but the 

lights were on and there were cars in the drive-thru so I went back to the 

Mexican restaurant, got my car, and pulled in the drive-thru. I waited at the 

menu/speaker for about five minutes and when no one answered, I left, 

more than mildly irritated by then. I finally found a Pizza Hut where I had to 

wait for about ten minutes for my personal pan. I asked the employee for 

directions back to Lucy’s. The directions she gave were fucked up and made 

no sense so of course I got lost, getting more and more pissed and worked 

up with every turn I made. 

I finally found Lucy’s again around 9:50 and pulled into a street next 

to it to turn around and park. As I was turning around, I saw Art racing 

toward my car. He yanked the passenger door open and dove in. “Where 

the fuck have you been?” he screamed, “they called 20 minutes ago!” He 

also told me there was an 11 o’clock curfew so there was no guarantee 

they could play even if we got them. As I peeled away from the curb, we 

realized that my gas tank was virtually empty so we had to make an aggra¬ 

vating 10 minute fill-up stop. 

I sped down good ol’ 40E again toward Lebanon, cursing myself for 

horrible timing. Art at first contributed by telling me all the horrible names 

he had called me while I’d been gone but recanted after he heard what 

happened and told me not to feel bad. I consoled myself by realizing that 

Anti-Flag would have been totally fucked if we weren’t there at all and now 

they at least had a shot at playing and wouldn’t be stranded at a truck stop 

for two days until their van got fixed. 

We pulled off the exit they told Art they were at which turned out to 

be the one before the first exit we had stopped at about two and a half 

hours prior. I turned slowly into the Citgo. As we drove toward their van at 

the other end of the lot we suddenly saw six figures jumping up and down 

and waving their arms. They ran up to my car whooping and yelling “what 

the fuck are you guys doing here?!” 

We loaded some of their equipment into my car and piled in, thankful 

that I had a minivan instead of a Pinto. On the crazy drive back to Nashville 

(man was I getting used to this by now) they told us they couldn’t get their 

van fixed until Monday morning so they’d really have to book that day to make 

it on time to the St. Louis show (which was about a 7 hour drive). They also 

said that they had a free hookup at a hotel Cock’s (the bass player) friend 

was working at and we might be able to get 2 big rooms plus a jacuzzi. 

We finally screeched to a stop in front of Lucy’s at about 10:40 and hur¬ 

riedly unloaded the equipment and merchandise from my car which was 

parked dubiously half on the curb and half sticking out into the street. 

Thankfully, they were able to play for about twenty minutes (and they, of 

course, rocked). By the time they started, there were only about fifteen kids 

left. Three of them were wearing these awesome homemade Anti-Flag t-shirts 

(why don’t people make homemade band shirts anymore?) and got them 

autographed after the show which was pretty hilarious. One even asked Art 

for an autograph because he sang a song with Anti-Flag. Another gave Justin 

(singer/guitarist) a huge chain with a padlock on it “to bash Nazis with”. I was 

feeling pretty haggard after the show what with having driven for thirteen odd 

hours, three of which I spent either lost or speeding around searching for Anti- 

Flag so I just sat on the edge of the stage by myself trying to recover. A girl 

came up to me and thanked me for retrieving Anti-Flag because, according 

to her, “there is absolutely nothing to do in this town.” She was 15. I felt all 

weird because I had just turned 21 and, living in a college town, I don’t real¬ 

ly hang out with or know anybody that isn’t my age or older. 

When we were all loaded up again around 11:45, I asked how to get 

to the hotel. Cock told me to get on 40 (my favorite highway!) going west 

and to get off at exit 126. When we got on 40W, I noticed the mile mark¬ 

er said something like 215. “Uh, do you guys realize we’re about a hundred 

miles away from this hotel?” We hoped the exit numbers didn’t correspond 

with mile numbers but given our luck thus far, they did. An hour and a half 

later we saw the much anticipated exit #126. “OK, we’re gonna see a neon 

catfish sign and the hotel’s right there.” A scared 15 minutes later we final¬ 

ly saw the sign. We cheered. The cheers dissipated quickly when we didn’t 

see the hotel. We kept driving anyway. Twenty minutes later we consulted 

a map and discovered that the town the hotel was in, Parson, was roughly 

forty miles away from the highway. After driving through miles and miles of 

forest, we finally saw the first signs of civilization: a funeral home and a 



huge cemetery. What a great way to mark the boundary of a town. The hotel 

was just down the street. 

We were told by Cock’s friend that the entire hotel was booked that 

night except for one room so the nine of us—including Cock’s friend—were 

crammed into that one room. So much for the plush suites and jacuzzi. 

The next morning, er, afternoon, when we woke up, Justin and I walked 

around outside taking cheesy photos. We ran into the owner of the hotel and 

made small talk with him. “So, are you guys planning on staying here tonight 

too?” Justin’s eyes lit up. “Yeah, that would be great!” The owner paused before 

saying, “Well, actually, the entire hotel is booked tonight but you can stay at our 

other hotel. It’s only 150 miles west of here.” 

Hm, let’s see, 150 miles west. That meant that they would be almost 

directly south of St. Louis and only about three hours away from it. The 

funny part though was that meant on Monday they’d have to somehow get 

a ride to their van—some 300 odd miles east—before driving the 7 or so 

hours northwest to St. Louis. Ho ho, what a laugh. 

As Art and I prepared to leave, Justin ventured a timid, “Guys? 

Umm...could you do us a big favor?” Uh-oh. “Can you drive our equipment 

back to the van?” Art’s face twisted in agony. This meant at least an hour 

and a half tacked onto our already long-ass drive back to Chicago. Plus he 

had to work at eight the next morning. After a lengthy silence, Art—his head 

in his hands—mumbled, "All right, give me the keys.” With a little sigh, Pat 

interjected, “No, don’t worry about it guys. We’ll figure something out. It’s 

gonna be cramped no matter what we do anyway.” 

‘Just give me the fucking keys/" 

Art and I left the hotel around 2 in the afternoon. We didn’t get back 

to Chicago until 2 in the morning. 

"So, Art, was it all worth it?” A pause. A really long pause. “Yeah, it 

was.” “Is that what it’s always like on tour with them?” I asked. “Because 

that was pretty exciting.” 

“Man, some pretty strange things excite you, Kim.” 

History of Punk Rock 

was born in 1967 in Montana. Grew up on a musical diet of Bob 

Dylan, the Beatles, and C.W. McCall, and my father constantly 

singing “St. James Infirmary” whenever he was driving his truck. 

Moved to Seattle in 1977, read the Cracked Magazine parody of the Sex 

Pistols Tour in the Uhaul. Saw Joe Jackson perform “On Your Radio” on 

Saturday Night Live, which blew my fucking mind, I’d never heard any¬ 

thing like it before. Memorized the song from that performance and sang 

it to myself for years. Four years later attended an “alternative” school 

that was K-12 that had punk rockers. The punk rockers organized a 

protest because their favorite station KZAM AM was changing its format 

and not playing modern rock any more. There was this guy named Dean 

The Bean who wore leather pants and black t-shirts and huge harness 

boots who claimed to be the only true punk at the school. He bragged 

that he was a hustler and turned tricks downtown every day after school. 

He was in my stained glass class. One day he came to school with a black 

eye in the best mood I ever saw him have. He was beaming from head 

to foot as he explained to everybody who would listen that Joey Ramone 

had kicked him in the face. Everybody always said that punk rock was all 

about violence and punk singers rolled around in broken glass on stage 

and the audiences spit on them and threw things on them and they liked 

it that way. The existence of Dean The Bean and his Joey Ramone black 

eye pretty much confirmed this for me. I decided I was too much of a 

wimp to ever be a punk rocker, even though I was secretly obsessed with 

all the “punks” at my school. One night riding home on the bus from a 

wargaming convention I saw another one of the punk rockers with two of 

his friends—I listened in on their conversation. They were going to see a 

band called Life In General. He called his friends his “cronies” and com¬ 

pared them to his grandma’s “cronies.” I had never heard the word crony 

used in day-to-day conversation, for some reason it made a big impres¬ 

sion on me—not only do punks dress cool, they talk cool too. Two years 

later my sister starts dating this weird guy who wears make-up and lots 

of jewelry and has a shaved head. He doesn’t go to our school, he just 

shows up to meet her at the end of the school day, which means he must 

be skipping his last class or two at his school to get on the bus to meet 

Amy. She starts bringing home tapes of bands like Dead Kennedys, the 

Cramps, and PIL. I steal her tapes whenever she isn’t looking and listen 

to them constantly. I discover a record store downtown by the stop where 

I transfer busses every day that sells records by some of these bands. I 

buy “Too Drunk To Fuck” By the Dead Kennedys and “High Life” by PIL. I 

find a radio station called KUPS late at night by accident and hear a song 

by the Butthole Surfers about smoking elvis’s toenails, and a song by 

Jonathan Richman where he spells g-i-r-l-f-r-e-n and another one by the 

Violent Femmes about being lonely. I go out the next day to a new record 

store I have heard about called Bombshelter but it turns out to be called 

Fallout now and I buy the Violent Femmes, the Long Ryders ‘cuz it looks 

like a country record but it is in the punk record store, which intrigues me, 

and a single by a band called Beat Happening because it is on display on 

the wall so I think it must be important. Amy’s weird boyfriend takes her 

to a concert by a band called Black Flag. She tells me weird stories about 

the opening band Nig Heist, who wore lingerie and got in fights with the 

audience. My old friend Tory that I used to play D & D with in 6th grade 

has recently been transferred to my school ‘cuz he got in too much trou¬ 

ble at his old school. He went to the Black Flag concert too. It makes a 

huge impression on him. Two weeks later he gets a mohawk and drops 

out of school. He talks me into going to go see a band called DOA. We 

get to the concert, which is in a huge empty building called the Lincoln 

Arts Center. We wait in line and slowly move up the four flights of stairs, 

standing amongst the largest collection of weirdos I have ever seen. I 

know these people are all violent and crazy, so I am scared stiff. We final- 
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ly make it to the fourth floor, some guy takes our money and we make 

our way into the big empty dirty room. There is a band called DSML play¬ 

ing at one end of the room. Almost all the punk rockers are ignoring 

them. The singer has this huge spider-web looking thing on his face and 

chest and he is singing “Hendrix is dead” over and over again. The guitar 

player is a girl with the biggest eye makeup I've ever seen, and the bass 

player looks really old. They stop, either they only played one song or we 

got there late. Tory wants to go back outside for a while until DOA plays, 

some band called the Unwanted is gonna play and he would rather “just 

hang out” until they are done. We go back downstairs and outside. He 

has taken up smoking. The Fire Department shows up and there is mass 

confusion for a few minutes, followed by anger. Somebody announces 

that the show is closed down but we can get in line to get our money 

back. We get in line but pretty soon the cops show up. We try to dutiful¬ 

ly stay in line like we are supposed to but at the front of the line there is 

an altercation and a cop is hitting somebody with his billy club. We get 

scared and run across the street to watch from there. Several tussles 

with cops happen, punks are milling around everywhere, somebody spray 

paints the anarchy symbol on the side of the cop van, somebody else 

starts a fire in a huge garbage dumpster. We get freaked out and decide 

to leave. As we are walking away we see a punk with a skateboard 

smashing in the front window of every car he walks past. A week later my 

mom asks me to tag along to a show that my sister is going to with her 

boyfriend because my mom has overheard some of our conversations 

about Nig Heist and the “DOA riot” and is worried. The show is hard to 

find, I take the bus there but can’t find anything at the address on the 

flyer. Finally I see some punks on the corner and I get up the nerve to ask 

them where the “show” is (I learned this new word, “show” instead of 

“concert” by listening in on other peoples conversations at the DOA 

show.). They tell me it is in the alley. I go back there in the alley. A bunch 

of people are standing around who don't look at all like the punks from 

the DOA show, they seem more like old bikers. The show is in the base¬ 

ment of an abandoned building, you have to take the freight elevator to 

get to it, it is operated by a scary guy named “Beaner” in an army trench 

coat who plays harmonica when he isn't operating the elevator. It seems 

to take forever until my sister shows up, then she ignores me, and it 

takes forever again until the first band plays. The band plays “White 

Lightening” by George Jones and other rockabilly sounding music. It dis¬ 

appoints me, I like that music but I wanted to hear crazy radical punk rock 

sounds that I had never heard before. The next band is called the 

Melvins. The singer/guitarist wears a hooded sweatshirt and looks less 

“punk” than any punk musician I have yet seen. The Melvins deliver the 

kind of crazy music I wanted, it is hard to even tell what is going on in the 

music, it is so foreign to me. I can tell right away it is light years ahead 

of Dead Kennedys and The Cramps that always kind of seemed to just be 

rock and roll with attitude to me. I am hooked for good at that point. The 

next two bands are Extreme Hate and the He Sluts. The singer for the He- 

Sluts is a huge black guy with a green leather jacket and the biggest 

dreads I’ve ever seen. I hear a few days later that the singer for Extreme 

Hate killed himself later that night, but I’ve never found out if it was 

true or not. 

i,% 
K? c.JftmJHP°TEW 

a’m sure you gathered that l‘ve been pretty involved with Aaron all 

along. I don't think I ever denied that, I don't think it really bothered 

you one way or the other. There have been a couple of things I never 

told you, I never told anyone actually but now that I've started to, people who 

are close to me have surprised me by telling me they guessed or knew all 

along. Aaron has a serious drinking problem. It's been getting worse for 

about the last five years if you can believe that. A lot of my life works around 

this. You end up being a big liar, mostly to yourself. It always amused me and 

still does when you or people I know think of me as strong etc. because at 

home I spend an awful lot of time trying not to make him angry. This usual¬ 

ly has a reverse effect, and he's been pretty angry since I came back, and 

for a while I did my best and tried to play house, and make everything okay 

but it really just made him angrier. This is the abridged version. 

So I'm not supposed to call you or e-mail you or see you. Things are 

at the stage where he's equally abusive (almost) drunk or sober. If he's not 

working he spends a lot of time in the pursuit of getting as out of it as he 

can...I'm not looking for sympathy, I've stayed around, it's my bed etc. He's 

an incredibly angry person. The most insane thing is how I still totally love 

this person. But I quite literally have to get away, for his sake as much as 

mine. I can't make him better, and I can't change him.” 

• • • 

We’ve set a dozen or so dates to meet up and fuck, but I always chick¬ 

en out. I’m afriad of her. She tells me I shouldn’t be, but I can’t help it. 

• • • 

My grandfather drank himself to death I’m told. I wasn’t around yet to 

see it so I don't know for sure what that looks like. But my grandfather was 

old. That much I do know. I’ve met Aaron a couple of times. He’s still a few 

years shy of 30. He’s a good looking guy. 

• • • 

“Unlike the others, I had no idea what was up with you and what was 

up with Aaron. I’ve never had to deal with anything like that (at least not 

directly) so I won’t pretend I feel your pain. I can’t imagine what it must 

be like. I will say that my biggest fault is that I tend to care too much about 

the people I love and I know a situation like that would take me down with 

the person, no question about it. I think it’s a sign of my own weakness 

much more than it is of theirs. Watching someone destroy themselves is 

one thing, destroying yourself in tow is another (and much more pitiful). I 

can see myself doing that someday, though lately I’ve started to feel a 

weird sense of self worth that may save me from myself. It’s all so fucked 

up. Alcoholism is hereditary in my family but surprisingly we don’t have any 

really dark stories about relatives who became monsters because of it. The 
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Hooten clan is more of the sit-down-in-front-of-the-TV-and-drink-yourself- 

to-death type. No wife beaters, no barroom brawlers, just a quiet, private 

resolve to mask out your life. It’s a little scary but I’m able to look at it in 

such a clinical sense that I’m not concerned for myself. If it happens, I’m 

sure I will have thought it out and decided to do it. I can see that hap¬ 

pening sometime as well. Your letter was very powerful. I knew something 

big must have been going on, but I’ve never been one to pester people 

about their bad days, so I didn’t ask and I didn’t make any assumptions." 

• • • 

If Aaron knew about the plans we’ve made but never consumated 

‘he’d probably kill me. Everytime we’d go out she’d lie to him so he would¬ 

n’t get angry. They had broken up months before and she had moved out 

of their apartment, but it didn’t matter. I’d always offer her a place to stay 

if she felt in danger, but she said she was never afraid of him. I didn’t know 

if she was lying, incredibly naive, or right, but there wasn’t much else I could 

offer her. We weren’t “going out” in any sense of the word, other than we 

really liked to get drunk together and grope each other in dark corners of 

smokey bars. We weren’t really supposed to care about each other in any 

great capacity—that's not what this was supposed to be about. But I could¬ 

n’t help worrying about her. 

• • • 

“I will tell you that one of the only real truths I feel I’ve nailed down in 

my personal philosophies is that life is not worth living in fear. I don’t know 

if you are doing so, but if you are, I’m very sorry.” 

• • • 

* I always wanted to tell her she was a fucking idiot. That she was the 

strongest woman I’d ever met and to let some piece of shit fucking guy walk 

all over her was ridiculous—but you can't, can you? Because you don’t 

know why people hang around for that shit. You can’t know until you’re in 

the middle of it, I guess, which means you are the only one who can see 

the compelling reasons to stay—or perhaps you’re the only one who can’t 

see the compelling reasons to go. I told her I was very proud of her for 

deciding one day to move to Los Angeles. Perhaps it was a few years 

behind schedule, but it was happening, and that was what mattered. I told 

her I was going to miss her but part of me was glad to see her go—the part 

of me that really wanted to see her get away from Aaron for good, and the 

part of me that was exhausted by trying to figure out, deal with, not care 

about, care about, love, fuck, and fight and all the rest of her. Both our lives 

would probably be a lot easier without each other. 

• • • 

“I kind of wish not even a tiny part of you was glad to see me go, but 

that’s not fair because most of me is glad to go. I wish you didn’t think I was 

tough, I’m so not. I’m fragile and a little empty. I’m just good at not showing 

my real feelings. I never meant to challenge you or bum you out. I operate in 

a different way. I think it’s pleasant conversation, amusement. I’m not a liar 

but I can take both sides of an argument. It doesn’t make me fake or self- 

decieving, I can usually see things at least both ways. That’s why I’m not good 

at saying no. Everything is maybe. Forever is an absurd concept, I'm not. There 

really is nothing but now, all there is is all there is.” 

• • • 

Her father died a few months ago. They weren’t close, but when your 

father dies, I guess you feel it no matter what. One day a couple of weeks 

after the funeral she told me she just broke down and started crying. Aaron 

turned to her and told her she really needed to just snap out of it. 

A few days after we had met up in some bar, her and Aaron had a big 

fight about it—about me. By way of making up, they had sex and afterwards 

he told her what he just did was nothing more than a dog pissing on a tree. 

He said he was just marking his territory. 

But she will love him forever. 

And she’ll forget about me. 

• • • 

Today is Tuesday. It’s her last day at work, which means the last day I 

will receive these e-mails. She’s getting on a plane for Los Angeles Thursday 

morning. She asked me if she should keep in touch. I told her to fuck off. 

fool 

among 

the 

asses 

Daniel Sinker 

id you know it’s the fastest growing city in the United 

States?” He gestures out the tiny airplane window towards 

the sea of glistening lights slowly coming into view. 

I didn’t know—I didn’t care. 

“Oh really?” 

• • • 

For about an hour now, we have flown over nothing but darkness—a 

thick, black velvet encasing the plane—and my seatmate has been com¬ 

pletely silent, happy to read his copy of Business Week while I listened to 

Sleater-Kinney on my Walkman and plowed through Alexander Cockburn’s 

The Golden Age Is In Us. The potent mixture of anger and beauty flowing 

from the walkman and the words on the page makes me giddy, and I begin 

to feel a little self conscious as I notice my seatmate glancing over at me 

and I realize that I’m singing along with Corin at an audible volume. 

“It’s not what you want it's everything.” 

I glare at him and he quickly looks away. 

Personal space issues in the cheap seats of an America West airplane 

require all the diplomatic skills of Henry Kissinger—especially the ability to 

carpet bomb third-world countries and smile to the cameras the next day. The 

80 year old woman sitting behind me won’t let me recline my tiny seat. She’s 

lock-armed against the back of it, making sure I don’t encroach even an inch 

into her airspace. The gentleman in front of me, on the other hand, has man¬ 

aged to recline his seat so far back that I can actually count the number of 

hair plugs embedded into his scalp—30 plugs arranged like so much com in 

late July. And of course, there’s my seat mate. 

Everything about him screams “middle management.” He’s got him¬ 

self in the power position—briefcase on the seat between us, leg miracu- 

P
u
n
k
 

P
la

n
e
t 



P
u

n
k
 S

o
 P

la
n

e
t 

f 

lously crossed in the tiny space allotted for leg crossing (I can't do any¬ 

thing in that space except wrench the hell out of my knee, which I’ve 

done repeatedly during the course of the hour and a half flight), 

Business Week balanced on his knee, bad suit, bad tie—at least he’s 

balding gracefully, unlike the guy lying in my lap. 

He’s the kind of person that a few years back was probably in insur¬ 

ance sales, but now in the high-tech ‘90s is probably involved in the com¬ 

puter trade—the kind of person that when you ask them what they do, 

they say “I’m in computers," as if that means anything anymore. 

After our brief encounter over my vocal stylings, he goes back to 

his magazine and I turn the music up louder, just to annoy him. My nice 

headphones broke on my flight into San Francisco, and the piece-of- 

shit ‘phones I bought to replace them leak sound like nobodies busi¬ 

ness. If he doesn’t want me to sing to him, I’ll just let Corin do the job 

for me. 

“But I’ll breathe the air/ I’ll stop the clocIV I’ll touch the sky/ and 

say what I want.” 

We hurtle onwards through the black sky towards the city of 

money and broken dreams, where I’ll meet up with the airplane that will 

take me home. 

• • • 

This brief trip to the left coast has enabled me to see the Pacific 

Ocean for the first time in the 22 years of my life. I’m not sure exactly why 

this should have such a great effect me, but for some reason it does. I 

suppose we all are searching for markers to prove to us that we have trav¬ 

eled; that we have experienced life; that we have grown, and I guess hav¬ 

ing finally seen the largest body of water on the planet is as good a mark¬ 

er as any. 

While I sat freezing on the shore of the Pacific with Hex and her 

friend Robin eating bread & fruit, smelling the salt in the air and tasting 

the sand blowing onto the food, I looked out on the ocean and had one 

of those brief moments where you see everything you’ve done in per¬ 

spective—and for the first time in my life it didn’t scare me. 

The ocean doesn’t change. You do. 

• • • 

“The population of Las Vegas is increasing by over 5,000 people a 

month.” There’s no stopping him now. I’ve been forced to turn Sleater- 

Kinney off and listen to my impromptu tour guide sing the praises of the 

City of Sin. 

“Oh really?” 

“In fact, there are so many families moving here that the high 

schools have to start in shifts, with half the children going in at 6 in the 

morning and getting out at noon and the other half starting at noon and 

getting out at six at night.” 

I couldn’t help but think how helpful that schedule is for the ser¬ 

vice-industry jobs these kids have. Half your staff gets the morning shift, 

the other half the afternoon, and both can work the night shift. You want 

fries with that? 

“And of course there’s the entertainment—the best in the world.” 

“Oh really? I’ve never been.” 

“Second to none, second to none. You can see top performers 

every night of the week. Did you know that more than 26 MILLION 

tourists visit every year—and it’s still growing! ” 

“I didn’t know that.” I didn’t want to know that either. I’m not a tourist 

here, I’m just a guy unlucky enough to have a connecting flight outta 

Vegas, and the author of the Fodors guide to fast money towns sitting next 

to me. He was silent for a moment while we both stared out the window. 

• • • 

When approaching Vegas from the air, the lights emerge out of 

nowhere. You go from being enclosed in a warm darkness to being sus¬ 

pended over millions of tiny lights. The slow build-up you get in most 

urban areas where rural gives way to light suburbs which gives way to 

large suburbs which lead you to the city doesn’t exist in Las Vegas. That’s 

probably because in the not-so-distant past, Las Vegas didn’t exist. 

• • • 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” 

I hated to agree with him, but it was. It looked like the photographs 

I’ve seen of space—of staring into infinite distance and time. 

“I bet you didn’t know it’s the second best tax climate in the United 

States!" 

“Oh.” I thought we had been talking about the beauty of the lights; 

of the dreams being dreamed in the houses sprawling out below us; of 

the first kisses and stumbled “I love yous” tumbling out of teenager’s 

mouths in cars parked far below us. But no, we were talking about taxes. 

“No corporate income tax; no gift/inheritance tax; no State income 

tax; no inventory tax; no franchise tax; no unitary tax; AND THE SUN 

SHINES 340 DAYS PER YEAR!!” 

“So do you live here?” 

“No, but I have to come here on business a lot—I’m in computers.” 

Surprise, surprise. 

“Yep, I design your future.” 

I was gripped with a wave of anger that, in retrospect, frightened me. 

If my legs weren’t trapped under a seat filled a couple thousand dollars 

worth of hairplugs, I would have kicked the shit out of him right there in 

the airplane. For that instant, I’ve never hated anyone more than this guy. 

For the first time in a long time I feel that I’m truly in charge of my 

life. I can take risks, and I can fuck up, and I can have my heart broken, 

and I can succeed, and I can fall in love—it’s all up to me. I can quit my 

job tomorrow or stay until I’m 90.1 can be crushed out on someone and 

never tell her or I can whisper it to her in the dark of night before I can 

stop myself. I can listen to my music as loud as I want, or turn the stereo 

off and listen to the sound of the city that engulfs me. I can eat a bagel 

or I can have a beer. It doesn’t matter whether they’re life-changing or 

totally insignificant, I make these choices. I deal with the repercussions. 

This guy doesn’t design my future—I do. 
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Sleepytime Trio "Plus 6000" $6.00 LF 
The sound of the post-millenium when our robotic 
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THIS IS IT... PUNK 

ROCK THAT’S REAL! 
A Compilation CD of U.S punk bands 

with-The Prostitutes, Padded Cell, the 

Suspects, Reducers, Bladder Bladder 

Bladdder, Dropkick Murphy’s, Moral 

Crux, the Choice, Workin’ Stiffs, 

Bristles, Dissapointments, Dead End 

Cruisers, Bitters, Bomb Squadron 

. Undefeated, Spent Idols, Dimestore 

Haloes, Deacons, FRANK M.U.B, Cuffs, 

Snatchers & Cheatin’ Hussies. 

FRANK My Uncle’s Band!! 

uSex Sells” 

This is not for the P.C, although 

tongue is in cheek!! From the Detroit 

area think early Hard Core meets the 

Stooges. 

Bladder Bladder Bladder 

& Dimestore Haloes 
This split is 4 songs a catchy as hell 

Punk Rock. Both bands have a 77 

style sound mixing both UK(Bladder) 

& U.S style punk. 

The BRISTLES 
uThis Bombs For You" 

One of New Jersey’s finest brings 

their best yet of 77 style meets Street 

Punk. 

The PROSTITUTES 
Mi-; su:k” 

Still a few left!! One of 1996 best 7"! 

Snotty 77 style punk-think Stitches! 

Dead End Kids 

“ELVIS” 
Still a few left!! Late 70's meets early 

80's Punk! People have compared this 

to everything from Ramones to Blanks 

77? 

1" Buttons Slppd. D. Haloes, Bladder, 

Prostitutes. 

Late Spring early summer new 7” by 

Moral Crux, Workin* Stiffs, Corroded, 

& LP from the Prostitutes. 

Prices-U.S $3.50 or 2/$6, Can/Mex $4, other 

$5.50 or 2/$10. CD= U.S $8, Can/Mex $9, 

others $10ppd., first class, small packet/ 

air. U.S funds only cash or moneyorder. 

Payable to Patrick Grindstaff 

PELADO RECORDS 

521 W. Wilson #B202 

Costa Mesa, CA 92627 USA 
Dist-Get Hip, Revolver, Rhetoric, 1000 Flowers, 

Rotz, Subterannean, Choke!! 

Blue Moon Recordings 
Bringing the rock and roll renascence^ 

lh EiqlitBucks & Four 
E e r i m e n t 

6 song Split 7" $3.0()ppd 
1/2 super-rock via 8-Bucks 1/2 ska-punk Four style. 

tlphollow & Ed Temple 
$3ppd gets a 5 song split “7 for the perverted emo pop punk in you. 

Blue Moon Recordings 
2 0 7 5 s University Blvd #264 

Denver Colo 80210 
BMR43@aol.com 303.254.5018 

d'** DnX12065, Ri<% 
pO^ondyA23241°* 

b postpaid; 
ZINE 7“ LP CO 
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My Pal Trigger - "The Riverview Mentality" 7" 
"Super cool kids with o promising future. Get 
this record." Muddle #9 

Discount - "All Too Often" 7" 
"Discount are easily one of the most exciting 
bonds to emerge in 1996" Spank * 18 

Everready- "All Time Low" 7" 
"If you haven't already checked out 
Everready by now, then it's high time, my 
friends" PP -15 

Also Available.- The Rockstar Comp 
Rockstar Records compilation featuring 
Discount, My Pal Trigger, Gob, & more! 

OUT SOON: Bigwig cd-ep 

Gob/Another Joe - "Ass Seen on TV" 
Split CD &LP 

These crazy canuks finally made it across the bor¬ 

der bringing 9 songs each on the CD and 11 each 

on the vinyl. They only brought a limited suppy 

(hint hint) of the vinyl, so snag one while you can! 
This release is licensed from: 

landspeed 386-1027 Oavie St. 
Vancouver, BC / Canada V6E 4L2 

7" $3.50 ppd. $5 ppd world 

LP/Comp $7 ppd. $9 ppd world 

CD $9 ppd. $11 ppd world 

all releases come with a sticker 
Geeks: midy(a)ix.netcom.com • http://www.webtrax.com/mightyidy 

These records are also avaiable through these fine distros: 1000 Flowers • Rhetoric • Lumberjack Choke • Rotz • Blindspot and others 

RECQRDJ 
P.Q BOX 7756 • CLEARWATER • FL 34618 

A Musical & Literary 
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CRANK #6 
Bitter, irreverent guffaws. Worth the $3.50/$5/$6 

THE MATCH #91 
Anarchism with intelligence - $3/$4/$5 

U SECOND GUESS #12 - $2.50/$3.50/$4.50 
0 SECOND GUESS #11 - $2/$3/$4 
® That's me...poopy, etc. 

m ZINE WORLD 
The new wind in zine critiques and gossip- $3/$4/$5 
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GRAPEFRUIT Hawaiian favorites 
T-shirt (L, XL) - $7/$9/$l 1 

“Dorkabilly Stew” CD - $9/$10/$12 
“Loopy...” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

THE INVALIDS Calif, three-chord punk 
T-shirt (L, XL) - S7/S9/S11 

“Out of My Head” CD - $9/$10/$12 
“Wiseguys” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

qi “Johnny K...” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

£ JON COUGAR CONCENTRATION CAMP 
So. Cal. devil music 

m T-shirt (L, XL) - $7/$9/$l 1 
0 “Victoria’s...” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

“Live...” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

MY PAL TRIGGER Fla. emo-pop 
“Riverview” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

Two-song 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 
Split 7” with Discount - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

NARCISSISTIC FREDS “Hot Pone...” 7” - $2/$3/$4 

N. FREDS/BLUNTSIDE 7" - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

PUNK = SUCK T-shirt (L, XL) - $7/$8/$9 
SECOND GUESS T-shirt (L, XL) - $7/$8/$9 

UNDERHAND Stoner pop-punk 
‘Desire” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

“Connections” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 
“Under a Glass” 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

ZO/NKS! Dr. Strange pop-punk 
“Panorama” CD Ep $6/$7/$8 

“Panorama” 10” w/sticker $6/$7/$8 
Zoinks! “Panorama” promo CD - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

Split w/ManDingo 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 
Split w/The Gain 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 

Split w/No Empathy 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 
Split w/No Empathy CD Ep - $6/$7/$8 

“Soap Factory 7” - $3.50/$4/$5.50 
“Bad Move Space Cadet” CD - $10/$ 11/$ 13 

“Bad Move Space Cadet” LP/Cass. - $9/$ 10/S 13 
“Stranger Anxiety” CD - $107$ 11/$ 13 

T-shirt (L, XL) - $10/$12/$14 
Sticker - $l/$2/$2 

26”x38” color promo/tour poster - $5/$6/$7 

+-1- 

Prices = U.S./Can.-Mex./World 
All prices are postage paid. 

Well-concealed cash or Money Orders 

(in U.S. funds) only. 
Always list alternates or suffer my bitchy whims. 

Send a stamp or an IRC for a complete catalog 

(that means put one or the other inside 

the envelope and then you get the catalog). 
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STORES AND DISTROS: Get Second Guese stuff direct from: 
Fax:(541)753-1997 „ „ 

Phone: (541) 745-7862 * Revolver 

Rhetoric, etc. 

Second 

Records 
PO Box 9382 - Reno - NV - 89507 

Fax: 702.329. 7033 - E-mail: hohc(al<;cs. unr. cdu 
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FIFTEEN - fltlECRfl CD 
14 SONGS. Recorded live at their last show 

ever.laid out by John Yates.I hate computers. 

$9 ppd in the USA/$12 ppd Planet Earth 

SCROG - SACRED 
MASSES 2 song 7" 

This was their last 

recording before trans¬ 

forming into Omega 

Man. Heavy. Raw. 

$2.SO ppd in Nerf 'Merica/$4 ppd for 

FIFTEEN - Extra 
Medium Kick Ball 
Star (17) CD These 

are the last few copies of 

this record originally re¬ 

leased on Rebel Alliance Records. This is 

leeongg eutta print (that is until LOOKOUT 

gets their hand on it later this year). 

$9 ppd USA/ $12 ppd this solar system 

TMSTR.0 B-f ft£\JOL\iER\i! 

We gots lotsa other stuff from people 

we like.lfn you care, send a stamp 

and I swear I'll send a catalog of some 

sorts this time. 

NO 
POB 14088 

B . CA 
94712 

Checks or Money Orders made out to PAUL 

BARGER not No Records!! Got it? 

Wormhole Reeords 
& 

Atomic Tomato 
bra 70* tic cost cccplliiix. vCt. *y*i ir~ p a □ acitcq THE PARASITES 

FAILING SICKNESS Lmk 80 Rhythm Collision 
The Automatics John Q. Public The fAiitaws 

lie Shim rfutMtittui KNUCKLEHEAD Sho&J&Zfil' 
,%liratne The Smohejumpers B 

The Heromalwrs Overlap spys like us 
AitihiiyCod The Decibels Alien Spy 

The F Collar Jobs The Ladder Day Saints ... and more bands!! 
$9 cash or money order (no checks) to John Dorsey, PO Box 1492, King City, Ca 93930 

BACK OF DAVE 
split I P with 410ppd 

PROZAC MEMORY 

BACK of DAVE/PROZAC MEMORY 

civic r 
Oil * 

- ; mm • ;i -1' w 
9 S5®*****8*. 

Payable to llavranek. not Subfusc. 

mi ‘sSLtH P.O.BOX 851 
URBAN A II. 61803 USA 

jj subfuscC'prairicnct.org 
mSSSmSSSm http://w\vw.prairienet.org/~subfusc 
distributed by Ebullition. Lumberjack. Old Glory, and others 
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A lot of shit has been slung 

recently regarding the business 

practices of Lookout Records. 

What has worried me about the 

coverage Lookout has recieved of 

late in the punk press, is that 

there has been no attempts made 

to get their side of the story— 

instead Lookout has been tried 

and convicted without being able 

to represent themselves. I don't 

care who's right and who's wrong, 

it seems to me like all parties 

involved are to blame for their 

problems. I just don't want judge¬ 

ment passed before all sides are 

heard. With that in mind, and a 

well-timed trip out to the East 

Bay making it possible, I sat 

down with Chris Appelgren, the 

sole owner of Lookout Records 

and chatted about the past, pre¬ 

sent, and future of Lookout. 

Interview by Daniel Sinker 

Photo by Danielle Damasius 

PP: So what’s going on with 

Lookout Records right now? I know 

you all are going through some 

pretty major changes. How has all 

of what’s going on happened? 

CA: I guess I should explain what all 

of this is. The big thing is that Larry 

[Livermore] has retired and is being 

bought out as an owner and Patrick 

[Hynes] is also being bought out as an 

owner, but will continue working at 

Lookout. While Larry started Lookout 

with Dave Hayes in the late 80s, for 

many people Larry, Patrick and I were 

the people that were considered 

Lookout ‘cause it was just the three of 

us who did it a long time. It was so 

much work that the three of us each 

found areas that we excelled and where 

our personalities came out. Patrick 

and I started earning ownership in the 

company in the early 90s, partially 

because Larry foresaw a time when he 

wouldn’t want to be involved in the 

company, and so we earned, in annual 

increments, a small portion of the 

company. For me that reaffirmed the 

kind of commitment I wanted to have 

towards Lookout. I was doing all this 

work and spending all this time and 

energy and love in doing this record 

label and was finally getting some¬ 

thing really substantial—not some¬ 

thing that’s necessarily immediate, but 

long term—in return. Last year, all of 

Lookout went on a retreat to a house 

in the woods and sat around and 

talked, and Larry made his announce¬ 

ment to everyone that works here now. 

PP: Which is how many people? 

CA: About eleven or something like 

that. Larry announced to everyone 

that he was going to end his involve¬ 

ment at the end of 1996. He’d been 

talking about it and setting deadlines 

for himself to do it for a long time, so 

I think we all took that announce¬ 

ment with a little bit of a grain of salt. 

I was sort of skeptical that it would 

happen that neatly, and it didn’t real¬ 

ly, he ended up being involved until 

this April. Part of that reason was 

because a bunch of “label rocking” 

issues came up, and despite the fact 

that he didn’t want to be involved in 

them, he knew it was his responsibili¬ 

ty to be involved. In trying to deal 

with this we had the three owners, 

and the other people that work here 

like Molly and Kathy that have 

tremendous roles, all having argu¬ 

ments and not being able to come to 

an agreement on how to deal with 

some of these issues. It became really 

apparent that something had to give 

in terms of how decisions were being 

made and Larry really realized that he 

needed to expedite his departure. In 

the process of all that, Patrick made a 

decision to do something that he had 

thought about doing earlier, which 

was to not have the kind of responsi¬ 

bility to the company that he current¬ 

ly does—he’s an owner and is working 

here—because he doesn’t feel like this 

is where he wants to end up. I guess I 

don’t want to move on. 

PP: How old are you now? 

CA: I’m 24. Everything that was going 

on made me stop and be like, “wow, 

here’s the time when I need to think if 

I want to give another 10 or 15 or 20 

years of my life with the same kind of 

responsibilities and issues I’m dealing 

with right now.” And I decided fuck 

yeah! I’m ready to do that. Lookout 

has been such a tremendous opportu¬ 

nity for me—I’ve been involved with 

Lookout since I was sixteen—that 

there’s no way that I could turn it 

down after everything it’s done for me. 

I had this fear when I was through 

with my elementary school career that 

I would end up working at a gas sta¬ 

tion and all the things I loved would 

be regulated to pathetic hobbies. 

Having a role here at a record labels 

has allowed me to live out a lot of my 

ambitions and do it in a way that I feel 

is human and fair; to do it in a way 

that I feel is aligned with my ethics 

and moralities. So heck yeah, I’m 

going to go the long haul with the 

label. So that’s where we are now. 

PP: You were talking about how 

there were arguments when it 

came to decision making. How will 

that change now? 

CA: I think that Larry had a really... I 

think he had a role that had a certain 

responsibility to all the decisions that 

were being made that he didn’t neces¬ 

sarily want, but he knew that he had 

it. He was the name that was synony¬ 

mous with Lookout, and so many of 

the things that were happening in a 

way directly represented him and 

many of the things that he did were 

supposed to directly represent 

Lookout. While he didn’t want that 

and we have been trying to get away 

from that—we’ve expanded and done 

things without his involvement at 

all—when certain “label rocking” 

issues came up like problems in a 

long-term relationship with a band 

came up, he couldn’t help but get 

involved. In a certain sense, that was 

his job and he should because in some 

cases he had developed those relation¬ 

ships and was responsible for them, 

and yet he didn’t want to. I felt on my 

end that how he was perceiving these 

issues was totally different than my 

point of view and Patrick was coming 

from someplace else too, and that was 

a big issue when the three people that 

own the company—regardless of their 

percentage of ownership—just can’t 

come to any one conclusion and are 

actually pursuing many different ways 

of reconciling this issue simultaneous¬ 

ly. It’s totally problematic. It was real¬ 

ly depressing for me and really 

depressing for some of the people that 

work here, I think, to have to be 

responsible to explain it to kids that 

would call us up and try to explain it 

to people we work with that care 

about us, and to try to make up an 

explanation for what exactly was 

going on. And what I think Larry 

realized was that considering his dis¬ 

position about the label, his involve¬ 

ment didn’t really make any more 

sense. You know, “if I’m not going to 

be here beyond these decisions then 

why am I making them, and why am 

I making them when it’s like pulling 

teeth?” Of course, I’m putting words 

in his mouth and maybe he has a bet¬ 

ter way to explain—maybe he already 

has—but that’s what it seemed like to 

me. And so what seemed like the best 

move was to eliminate his responsibil¬ 

ity to these decisions as much as pos¬ 

sible. If I were to make a decision that 

were to be a detriment to the compa¬ 

ny, let me make it, but let it be after 

he’s gotten what he deserves and 

needs from the company. And that 

seemed absolutely fair. While it’s 

probably different for Patrick, I think 

the same thing is basically true. He 

wants something a little bit different 

than what I do and he has a different 

kind of imagination for the label, and 

maybe for himself, and it was a point 

of conflict. We looked at it and it was 

like, if Larry leaves it’ll just be the two 

of us trying to bring our points of 

view together and that might be a 

really difficult thing to do. It might 

not be smart. It might be better to 

establish someone who maybe doesn’t 

make all the decisions, but takes some 

kind of responsibility for them on a 

personal basis and I feel like I can do 

that. It’s really important to me that 

everyone is involved because I started 

out doing menial tasks and became 

involved in making larger and larger 

decisions and I think that’s important 

for the other people to do too. But it’s 

also important to have someone there 

that you can trust and that you know, 

is going to take the responsibility; 

someone that will hold the burden of 

the idea of the label and give you 

advice that corresponds with that. 

That’s the kind of role that I think I 

should be adopting—that’s what we 

didn’t have. We had Larry here part- 

time doing that, because he was 

extracting himself from the situation, 

and we had myself and Patrick and 

Molly and Kathy all trying to be vari¬ 

ous components of that. And so a 

shuffle and a revaluation of the situa¬ 

tion was what happened and now we 

have someone new to blame! [laughs] 



I, fortunately, 
am not that 

effective of a 
punk rock 

personality. 

Chris Appelgren 
Lookout R< 

! 
Records 

Larry is now in England, and that’s 

really good of him to be away for a 

time just to sever things in a very 

clear way. The issue of his ownership 

in the company is still being recon¬ 

ciled, that’s just more complicated, 

but he has retired from his position 

as an active part of the company. 

Patrick is sort of retiring in a sense 

too. The way our company is set up 

is that if you’re an owner you’re called 

a “member-manager.” Patrick and I 

are both members and managers 

because we work here. Patrick is 

retiring as a member, but he’ll still be 

a manager, and I’ll be the sole active 

member. One of the things that’s 

important that I intend to do is to 

bring the new generation of people 

that work here into Lookout as own¬ 

ers as well. They’ll earn equity in the 

company the same way that Patrick 

and I did. I think that new people 

still deserve the same kind of oppor¬ 

tunity I had. We’re still trying to fig¬ 

ure that out—this summer’s going to 

be kind of confusing—but we should 

get everything straightened out in 

that time. 

PP: It seems to me—and you can 

absolutely stop me if I’m wrong 

here—that this is the first time in 

the post-Green Day period that 

you all have been able to stop and 

say, “how are we running this busi¬ 

ness?” or “how can we run it bet¬ 

ter?” Has the fallout we’ve seen 

with all the gossip & badmouthing 

about Lookout in the punk scene 

and in the punk press a result of a 

fairly unorganized company that 

got really big before it knew really 

what it was doing? 

CA: Yeah, that is really true. I think 

that’s probably one of the most gen¬ 

erous points of view that I’ve ever 

seen presented. I think the mali¬ 

ciousness that people have assigned 

to us in these situations, the situation 

with Furious George having a prob¬ 

lem with us, and the active conflict 

that we have with Weasels Inc., and 

the Vindictives wanting to take their 

records away in regards to that situa¬ 

tion with Screeching Weasel, I think 

that some of them are directly the 

result of a company that has grown 

too big without having the pieces in 

place in a way that it can handle it. 

Also, it’s based on certain choices 

that we made about how we wanted 

the company to be very early on. 

Furious George—which is sort of the 

strangest of the bunch—seems to be 

a real conflict of personalities. We 

said we were going to do a record 
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with them and then we didn’t—we 

did an EP but we didn’t do an 

album—and in my understanding 

about the way record labels work, 

that’s not that rare of a thing! It’s hap¬ 

pened here a few times, and I’m sure 

there are other people, other bands, 

other labels that for whatever reason, 

it didn’t work out too. The conflict of 

that situation seems to be Furious 

George’s, whether they want to pin us 

down on why exactly we didn’t sign 

them or explain to the punk rock pub¬ 

lic how that’s wrong of us not to sign 

them, that’s the real specific 

Lookout/Furious George conflict. But 

it’s really an issue of personalities: what 

George Tabb says, what Lawrence 

Livermore says and what Tim 

Yohannan says. While Larry was 

involved in the company, that was 

something we couldn’t escape from; 

the fact that he was synonymous with 

Lookout was absolutely true, and it’s 

only now that we can clarify that Larry 

is Larry and Lookout isn’t Larry.. 

When he talks, he’s talking as himself. 

While I don’t think it makes much 

sense, the kids of the world are going 

to think he’s Lookout or the voice of 

Lookout, and he really isn’t. None the 

less, so much of that runaround and 

conflict of competing rumors and 

badmouthing had to do with all those 

personalities being in conflict based 

on some issues that are really old, like 

Larry leaving Maximum Rock N Roll 

or whatever. I don’t know if they chose 

those roles or not. I really can’t specu¬ 

late because I, fortunately, am not that 

effective of a punk rock personality, 

[laughs] With Screeching Weasel a lot 

of the nature and character of our rela¬ 

tionship harkens back to a time when 

things were much simpler and a lot 

different for Lookout. 

PP: Screeching Weasel was signed 

by Lookout when? 

CA: I think it was the end of‘91, but 

Larry had already had a relationship 

with Ben. I first met Ben in ‘90 when 

Larry put on a Screeching Weasel 

show with Green Day and Mr. T 

Experience in the little town I lived in. 

To me the current situation is a result 

of, to some extent, the fallout from the 

end of Ben and Larry’s friendship. 

Although I certainly wouldn’t charac¬ 

terize Screeching Weasel as being Ben 

Weasel— an important fallacy in a lot 

of writing about this is that people 

equate Ben and Screeching Weasel— 

they’re a band and they make their 

decisions about what they’re gonna do 

and what they’re gonna say as a band, 

and I understand that and realize that, 

while other people may not. I feel like 

the understanding that Ben & Larry 

had with each other about how 

Lookout worked and how the band 

worked, had a lack of foresight about 

how big of a deal all this could be. On 

our part, I think we had a real dis¬ 

tinctly paranoid reaction to Green 

Day ‘s success. We felt really ill-pre¬ 

pared to handle that. I do feel like this 

label, via the personalities involved, 

can weather any storm. We’re weather¬ 

ing the storm of Screeching Weasel vs. 

Lookout and Furious George vs. 

Lookout and trying to figure out ways 

to figure those things out, or just live 

through them. I don’t feel too torn 

down by them. 

PP: When you say that Lookout had a 

“paranoid” reaction to Green Day’s 

success, what do you mean by that? 

I can’t imagine that it was like 

“they’re out to get us, here come the 

checks, they keep rolling in, oh no!!!” 

CA: I don’t mean it like that, it’s just 

that we realized that the whole scale 

with which we had been dealing with 

things—it wasn’t small because we’ve 

always been fortunate that we’ve been 

pretty successful—but none the less, 

many of our agreements were barely 

on paper, and we just weren’t pre¬ 

pared for lawyers and managers and 

giant labels to be involved in the 

social and musical scene that we had 

been a part of. We kind of had this 

sensibility that any disruption of that 

could prove really detrimental to our 

being able to continue the record 

label. And it seemed like our struc¬ 

ture, compared to the real music 

industry realm, was really weak. But 

yet, nothing bad has happened. 

Surely, we’ve gained lots of experience 

about things. Like this recent weak 

attempt at some kind of legal action 

against Weasels Inc. Which while it 

was a law suit wasn’t pursuing dam¬ 

ages or money from them. 

PP: Who placed that Lawsuit? 

CA: Lookout filed the lawsuit against 

Weasels Inc. as a result of them sending 

us a fax saying that they believed we 

were breaching our contract with them. 

PP: For what reasons? 

CA: On a few points: how we deter¬ 

mine royalties... I can’t remember off 

hand but it seems like there were a 

couple of other points. And they 

accompanied that with a list of 

requests of what we could do to main¬ 

tain our relationship with them, like 

“if you do this stuff, maybe we’ll say 

it’s okay, but if you don’t we’re going to 

pursue the breach of contract.” I think 

that Lawrence read that to mean, 

“we’re going to sue you,” which was 

inaccurate because they never did, and 

they never really outright said any¬ 

thing to that effect at all—and I’ve 

looked [laughs] numerous times to 

make sure. So he filed a lawsuit against 

them that forced them to have to 

come deal with it in California if they 

wanted to deal with it. 

PP: So what was the basis of the 

lawsuit that Larry filed? 

CA: It basically called for a court to 

review our contracts and review our 

relationship and find out if we had 

broken our contract. Of course, the 

results could go either way, where if we 

were found in breach, they would be 

released and if they weren’t, then our 

rights would have been confirmed. My 

problem with the lawsuit was that it 

disregarded the fact that our relation¬ 

ship was supposed to be based on a cer¬ 

tain amount of trust and humanness 

with one another. Communication 

had broken down tremendously—they 

just asked us not to talk to them and to 

just send them their money and leave 

them alone. I agreed that there was 

nothing much we could do at that 

point, but none the less, I think that it 

contradicted where we should be com¬ 

ing from. Like, “remember what we 

write in our contracts, remember what 

we say were’re about? What about 

that?” For a long time Lookout was 

just about whatever Larry, Patrick & I 

thought was cool, and that worked for 

a while. 

PP: But that only works when it’s just 

you, Larry, & Patrick working in one 

room, like Lookout used to be done. 

CA: Right, it doesn’t work once you get 

bigger. The result of the lawsuit was that 

Screeching Weasel reacted defensively 

and wouldn’t respond to any kind of 

legal action at all. They resented the fact 

that we went to the level of doing that. 

I felt really resentful of that as well, and 

didn’t think that was the way to work 

things out either. I don’t know what I 

think we should have necessarily done, I 

mean I had ideas at the time and have 

had ideas. Despite it all, we’ve dropped 

the lawsuit and I guess we have a kind 

of quiet peace with Screeching Weasel, 

even though it’s unsettled right now. I 

don’t know if we could do anything to 

completely reconcile the situation, but 

that is what I hope to do. I hope to sat¬ 

isfy them, because our first main objec¬ 

tive was that here’s a long-term band 

that we’ve dealt with and we have to 

take some responsibility if they feel this 

shitty towards us. I’ve kicked my ass try- 



different backgrounds than myself. People that have been more fortunate and have been allowed the liberty in their 

consequences of their actions. I fust never had that opportunity, so I don9t understand that way of thinking. 

ing to make that work out. The result 

of that was me going to Chicago and 

writing out an agreement and signing 

it with Ben—I was going to do what¬ 

ever I could to reconcile the situation. 

Unfortunately, when I brought that 

back to Lookout, it didn’t jibe with 

what everyone else wanted. So the sec¬ 

ond half of what got printed in MRR 

was Patricks letter with the different 

half of Lookout saying, “no, here’s how 

we’re going to treat you.” I don’t know 

where that leaves us, it’s one thing that 

at the time of Larry’s leaving was left 

unresolved. What we’ve decided to do, 

subsequent to his retirement, is to 

abide as much as possible to the agree¬ 

ment that I signed with Ben. It posts a 

term on the records, so at the end of 

the term, which is three years, they 

have the opportunity to take away 

those records from us free, and of 

course they have an open offer to buy 

the rights out. 

PP: All of this kind of begs the 

question of, do you think that punk 

and business are able to coexist, 

or are they diametrically opposed? 

CA: A lot of making the decision that 

they are diametrically opposed relies on 

how you define punk rock, which of 

course anybody that has read a fanzine 

for three months realizes that it’s such a 

subjective term. I don’t feel that they’re 

diametrically opposed. I feel that 

maybe my background allows me to 

see it from a different perspective. 

When I first became aware of punk 

rock, I thought it sounded cool. Then 

when I head about bands that weren’t 

just the big punk names, I was totally 

blown away by the idea that people 

really similar to me were making 

music. When I heard it, it had this real 

personal affect on me—this personal, 

universal effect. Hearing Isocracy as 

opposed to hearing Fear, I was so much 

more impressed and awed by Isocracy. 

They were a couple years older than 

me and they were singing about really 

brilliant things! It had an effect on me, 

it changed the way I thought much 

more so than the grand idea of punk 

rock did. In terms of punk music, it 

may have been a certain style, but more 

than anything it’s been honest music. 

So in that sense, I don’t see how busi¬ 

ness could be diametrically opposed to 

that. I think that business as an idea 

could work to bring that down or 

whatever—possibly, hypothetically— 

but I think that punk is really great 

exciting music and there is a really 

great exciting culture surrounding that 

music. And to be fortunate enough to 

bring success to those bands—fair suc¬ 

cess where they can create a record and 

it will sell for a fair price and generate 

money that they will receive some of— 

receive 60% of in Lookout’s case— 

seems to be really awesome. And for 

me to be earning money along the 

same route seems to be fair because I’m 

busting my ass. I’m working, and I 

think people should be compensated 

for their work—I get compensated 

both emotionally and with money. 

Gilman is a good example of where 

everything is volunteer run, and I was¬ 

n’t there in the beginning, but in my 

experiences over the past six or seven 

years of being there, I’ve seen that a lot 

of people go there and start doing a lot 

and involve themselves really heavily in 

the place and after four months, they 

just disappear because they’re so burnt 

out—they don’t get anything in return 

for their efforts. I feel like I’ve struck a 

balance in my life where I do some¬ 

thing that I think is amazing and cool, 

and yet I get something that’s fair in 

exchange for that in a way that doesn’t 

hurt anybody. I grew up poor, and 

maybe that makes it so that I don’t see 

that it’s a bad thing to earn money off 

of something like this. I don’t feel that 

art is so holy or punk is so holy that 

you can’t get something back from it. 

Bands do all the time... maybe they 

hide it. The Dead Kennedys, despite 

their politics—even in regards to their 

politics—are a very successful band 

and still generate a lot of income and 

get paid! That seems quite reasonable 

to me. I’ve often felt that the sentiment 

that you can’t earn anything from punk 

rock has come from people with dif¬ 

ferent backgrounds than myself. 

People that have been more fortunate 

and have been allowed the liberty in 

their life to do artistic things or pursue 

higher thoughts and stuff without hav¬ 

ing to worry about money or the con¬ 

sequences of their actions. I just never 

had that opportunity, so I don’t under¬ 

stand that way of thinking. It’s the 

same way with people that are vegan in 

punk rock. They’re able to buy all this 

great food, but anyone that’s tried to be 

vegan or vegetarian knows that a lot of 

that food is really expensive. In a way 

it’s sort of like a privilege and I’ve never 

felt the privilege to maintain punk’s 

prestineness because I couldn’t afford 

to. If I didn’t earn money, I couldn’t 

buy punk rock records or magazines. I 

guess unlike other people, I don’t feel 

like I have to work a crappy job or take 

money from my parents to be able to 

maintain my punk lifestyle. At least 

around here, there are great examples 

of other people taking that same impe¬ 

tus and living that same way. When I 

first moved to the East Bay, I lived with 

some roommates who said, “isn’t that 

weird that you’re making money from 

Lookout; isn’t that fucked up?”And 

now a number of them have similar 

punk jobs and I think they understand 

a little bit more of what I’ve always felt, 

which is that I’m just lucky. I’m lucky 

to be successful at this. I get concerned 

a little bit when I see kids that really 

love punk and try to do things DIY 

because I’ve heard a lot of stuff that I 

feel in another framework would be 

considered fucked up, as ripping a 

band off. Putting a band on a compila¬ 

tion and then taking all of that money 

and putting out other records instead 

of giving that money back to the 

bands, or starting a label but maybe 

not, and you’ll just have a band give 

you a recording that they’ve paid for 

and it’ll just sit in your closet, is fine on 

a small scale, but in a certain sense 

when you look at it in clear terms of its 

own, it’s kinda fucked up! And I can’t 

help but look at it—whether people 

say it’s punk or not—personally and 

evaluate it without the punk trappings 

because punk rock music has affected 

me in that way. It affected me in the 

kind of way that’s indescribable. That’s 

how I guess punk rock and business 

work together. “Business” is a real neb¬ 

ulous term, it’s a realm, it’s like “law,” 

it’s a really vague term. We run a busi¬ 

ness and we do business, but I really 

feel it’s important that we maintain the 

preciousness and the delicate human 

side of Lookout Records, which doesn’t 

have much to do with the business, it’s 

personal relationships. The business 

may be the egg white, and the human¬ 

ity and the art and the friendship and 

personality is the yolk, [laughs] 

PP: That’s what’s really interesting 

to me, a lot of people who may be 

running a small label or doing a 

small zine, they aren’t thinking 

that they’re running a business. 

You don’t really start thinking of 

something in that sense until there 

is a certain level of scale attached, 

and then they completely disasso¬ 

ciate it with what they’re doing. So 

they’ll see something like what 

Maximum Rock N Roll has been 

printing about you guys, and can’t 

assume anything but, ‘these are 

money hungry bastards out to 

screw every cent they can out of 

their bands.” It’s a paradox: what 

these kids do is both a business 

AND punk rock. And more so, it is 

punk to operate a business moral¬ 

ly and honestly. 

CA: That’s an example that we’re 

trying to set. I remember a few 

years ago when it was a really big 

deal that Caroline buys and sells 

our records. In fact at the time, I 

think we were one of their top five 
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It can be so random how you can suddenly come under scrutiny for what 

you9re doing... It strikes me as weird how all of a sudden the binoculars 

focus on you and suddenly you9re responsible for the world9s ills. 

non-exclusive labels. A lot of 

bands were taking issue with that. 

They were asking, “why are we 

being sold through Caroline, 

they’re owned by a fucked up com¬ 

pany. Doesn’t that contradict the 

way you work? How do you recon¬ 

cile that at Lookout?” We maintain 

control on exactly what we do. The 

bands record the record that they 

want & the band and the label are 

involved in every increment of the 

creation of it—even setting the 

price! But we don’t say “you can’t 

buy them” to someone, we don’t 

choose to go that route. We set an 

example of a moral business by the 

things that we can control. I don’t 

feel it’s possible to not sell to 

somebody that’s fucked up. 

Whether they’re fucked up as a 

company, or they’re fucked up as 

an individual ‘cause they’re a dick. 

We can’t decide that we’re not 

going to sell to Harry in Nova 

Scotia because I heard that he 

tripped some guy. We can’t make 

that kind of assessment of a situa¬ 

tion, so we can’t necessarily make a 

decision about that. So we main¬ 

tain control on what we do and we 

take responsibility for those deci¬ 

sions. That’s how we set an exam¬ 

ple of a moral company. I don’t 

know if people see that as an exam¬ 

ple maybe in the same way they 

did when Lookout first started. It 

seemed like Lookout was the impe¬ 

tus for a lot of people to start—it 

affected me before I was involved. 

It seems like a lot of small labels 

around here started as a result of 

Lookout, they were like, “wow, we 

can do this!” I want to maintain 

that idea. A lot of people are con¬ 

cerned about, “where are they 

going, what are they doing, how 

does this all make sense?” I hope 

that we will make more sense than 

maybe we have, and when people 

look at us, they’ll understand what 

we’re trying to do. I hope that if 

there’s been any confusion, people 

can realize that there’s a certain 

humanity to that confusion. It’s 

like, “wow, what are they doing?” 

Gee, maybe they’re people and 

they get confused or they don’t 

know where they are. Not to say 

that things got that bad, but there 

was a certain amount of confusion 

which I’ll admit to, and a certain 

amount of chaos which I’ll admit 

to. I don’t think it had an effect on 

us conducting our business the 

way we should, but in regards to 

the American punk social scene, 

we were confused. I think people 

are confused a lot of the time— 

groups of people are too! Maybe 

that’s acknowledging the human 

side of our company. Yeah, we did¬ 

n’t make any sense for a couple 

months there, or what we did do 

didn’t make any sense. I really 

want that to become something 

that is more clear, that people do 

understand what we’re trying to do 

and do see us as an example of 

something good again. It can be so 

random how you can suddenly 

come under scrutiny for what 

you’re doing. I don’t know that 

we’ve done anything or treated 

anybody differently than if we had 

faced these issues with any of these 

bands two years ago—even next 

year I don’t if there’d be any way in 

which we’d deal with them differ¬ 

ently. But I don’t feel like any of 

this was any indication of any per¬ 

sonal change in me and in how I 

care about music or punk rock or 

Lookout records. There wasn’t a 

fork in the road and we went down 

one path or whatever, everything 

just happened. To have gone from 

being all right to suddenly being 

bad, based on things just happen¬ 

ing the way they happen seems 

really strange to me, you know? 

We didn’t suddenly come out and 

say “punk is dead, we love 

money!”And I don’t know what 

we’ve done to maybe say that with¬ 

out saying it. It strikes me as weird 

how all of a sudden the binoculars 

focus on you and suddenly you’re 

responsible for the world’s ills. 

Hopefully people can keep that in 

mind and look at some of that 

stuff that was in MRR. I feel it’s so 

inconsequential really. It’s unfortu¬ 

nate that there may have been bad 

communication with Furious 

George during the time we were 

talking about doing records and as 

a result of that George Tabb feels 

some way about Lookout. But the 

incident in and of itself is pretty 

minor. It’s depressing and it’s sad, 

but it’s about as sad as your girl¬ 

friend or boyfriend dumping you. 

It’s a personal thing between us 

and them and I hope people can 

just see it as such. I don’t care if 

people want to know about it and 

I don’t think we have anything to 

hide—or want to hide anything 

about what we did then or what 

we’ll do in the future or what we’re 

doing now—but i think it’s impor¬ 

tant to put things in context. 

PP: So in closing, you said way 

earlier that by becoming the head 

person here you were making a 

commitment for 10, 15, 20 years. 

CA: I meant that, really. I see it as 

being at least that. 

PP: So where do you see Lookout 

going? Not necessarily where do 

you see Lookout in 20 years, 

because no one can peer that far 

into the future, but this year, next 

year, what would or will you be 

changing, how would you—or will 

you—want to run Lookout? 

CA: I’d like to be a place that bands 

would like to stay for a long period 

of time or stay indefinitely. I’d like 

to be a vital American indepen¬ 

dent. There’s lots of great examples 

in the past of great record labels 

that have come and gone and put 

out great music. I’d like to be an 

example of that kind of record label 

that maybe stayed for a long time 

and maybe maintained itself. It 

seems like right now we can take 

the lessons of all those rock n roll 

and punk rock labels and maybe 

take them a bit further and make 

them more long term. I think that 

all of us that are here are smart 

enough to be able to do that and all 

of the people in America are now 

aware enough of independent 

record labels and punk rock and 

underground music to make it 

viable forever. My personal hope is 

that we continue to be on the cut¬ 

ting edge. Look at something like 

the jazz underground. There was a 

time that it was the height of pop¬ 

ular culture and it’s dissipated, but 

it still exists and it’s still vital and 

valid but you kind of have to get 

into that world to understand it 

because it’s a self contained social 

and musical environment. And I’m 

hoping that we can still create 

music that doesn’t only pertain to a 

punk rock audience but that maybe 

can be loved by anybody that’s will¬ 

ing to give it a listen—music that 

affects people universally. We’ve 

been lucky to put out a few records 

that have had that sort of appeal, 

records that are classics no matter 

how you look at it. I’m just hoping 

that we can continue. I don’t see a 

point that we will have achieved 

every goal because it’s continuous. 

I’m just willing to put my heart 

and mind into it as long as I can. I 

guess that’s the future. ® 







DILLINGER 
Guitar/vocals: Erik (E) 

BASS/VOCALS: PATRICK (P) 

Guitar/vocals: Bill (B) 

Drums: Lane (L) 

At a time in punk where there seems to be a dearth of 

TRULY INSPIRING BANDS—ESPECIALLY IN THE NEFARIOUS SUB-GENRE 

KNOWN AS “POP-PUNK,”—MINNEAPOLIS’ DlLLINGER FOUR STAND 

out. Coming from a hardcore background and possessing 

THE KNOWLEDGE TO CREATE SONGS THAT ARE HOOKY AS ALL GET-OUT, 

THE D4'S FIRST TWO SINGLES HAVE INJECTED SOME MUCH-NEEDED 

LIFE INTO A STAGNANT SCENE. On THEIR RECORDS, THE D4 ARE 

ABLE TO WALK A VERY FINE LINE BETWEEN HUMOR AND STONE-COLD 

SERIOUSNESS, TAKING ON SUBJECTS BOTH PERSONAL AND POLITICAL. 

Their live show only further proves their ability to walk this 

TIGHTROPE, COMBINING THOUGHT-PROVOKING SONG EXPLANATIONS 

WITH FULL-ON PANTS-DOWN CRAZINESS. . WlTH A NUMBER OF 

RECORD PROJECTS IN THE WORKS, THIS WON'T BE THE LAST YOU 

HEAR FROM THE D4. I WAS ABLE TO SIT DOWN WITH THEM AFTER A 

GREAT SHOW AT CHICAGO'S FIRESIDE BOWL AND TALK SHOP. ANY 

REFERENCES TO “LAST NIGHT” WOULD BE THEIR SHOW IN 

Champlaign, Illinois. Interview & photos by Kim Bae. 

PP: You guys seem to have a really cohesive, nice 
scene out there in Minneapoli. Is there anything espe¬ 
cially exciting going on you guys want to talk about? 

P: The most exciting thing about Minneapolis is that the rest 

of the country doesn’t care. I personally would like to see it 

stay that way. I think scenes should be very localized. The cool 

things that have come out of Minneapolis—the cool bands, 

the cool things like Extreme Noise Records, cool things like 

Contrascience fanzine—like even the little incidental things 

have happened because someone wanted to do something 

right where they were and they weren’t thinking about 

impressing somebody from Berkeley or Washington D.C. or 

whatnot. That’s the coolest thing about Minneapolis. That’s 

the lamest thing about Chicago—because they’re trying to 

impress people from the coasts. Fuck the coasts, let ‘em drop 

into the ocean. 

PP: So you guys volunteer at Extreme Noise [ed. note: 
the best record store I’ve ever been to]. What’s it like there? 

E: When someone brings up money you ring it up by pressing 

1-2-3...I’m technically an owner of Extreme Noise or whatev¬ 

er. There’s like 10 or 11 technical owners of Extreme Noise. 

Patrick and Bill both work there. In some ways it’s set up as a 

real store and it’s not a collective, it’s run by the people who 

are the owners. But then again there are people that are volun¬ 

teers that do a million times more work than I do and there’s 
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people that are volunteers that never show up and stop by 

sometimes and there’s owners who do the same thing so its 

kind of a strange animal. I think sometimes people think it’s a 

co-op or some sort of collective but it’s really not. I mean, tech¬ 

nically it’s a for-profit business but no profit gets taken out of 

it. 

P: I’m just a filing guy though. I’ve never worked at the regis¬ 

ter. I just sit in the back. 

E: He’s terrified of working the register. 

P: I’m not terrified of it, I just fucking hate it. It’s like how many 

times can you tell people where the Green day bootleg CD sec¬ 

tion is? It’s like I don’t fucking care, [laughter] I just sit in the 

back and smoke cigarettes and file cards because punks don’t 

know the alphabet and I know the alphabet so I file, [laughter] 

PP: Last night you guys said something about how you 
thought it was interesting that people actually like to 
hear what the songs are about, so I thought I’d ask you 
about a couple of your songs. What’s the story behind 
Ml Coulda Been a Contender”. 

P: Talking about your songs has become some sort of weird 

ego-boost thing with some bands. I think there’s a lot of bands 

and fun and I think there’s a time for talking seriously about issues 

or whatever. Certain bands like Crudos combine the two in a way 

that I really don’t think / can. It’s not like we have to be one or the 

other but I like punk shows because I think they’re fun. I like play¬ 

ing to people and I don’t want to get up and talk about nothing. 

We’ve tried to go into a song and people have said, “say what it’s 

about,” and then we will. We like to have substance to our lyrics 

but that’s not all we’re about. We’re also about fucking having a 

good time, too. I...I forgot the question, [laughter] 

P: Well, a prime example was when we played Reno last year, it was 

definitely one of those shows where it was a feel-good show. We 

were having a really good time. And while we were playing we just 

happened to notice there was a guy in the audience with a 

Skrewdriver shirt on and it seemed like no one cared. So we actually 

made a point to say something about it and I’ll even admit that I 

think we went on a little bit long about it and probably irked a lot 

of people but I mean at the time, I know at least for me, that really 

irked me. I couldn’t believe that someone just showed up and was 

like “aw, this is OK,” you know? I mean, you gotta point these 

things out. I feel strongly about that. Don’t think that we’re like—if 

“I WANT TO GET UP AND FUCKING 
DROP MY PANTS, WHIP MY DICK OUT 
AND ROCK THE FUCK OUT FOR YOU.” 

today who just talk about what their songs are about because 

that is the compliment that bands like Crudos and 

Propagandhi get. They read that these bands are loved because 

they talk about what their songs are about so that’s the only 

reason they do. There are shows we play where we don’t say 

word one about what our songs are about and I’m not embar¬ 

rassed about it. If we get up there and if I can tell that you just 

don’t give a shit what we’re talking about, then I’m just gonna 

rock the shit out of you, because you know what? We got that 

too. But the reason we said that last night was because it just 

happened to be one of those places you go where you know 

people actually do want to know what you’re talking about. 

And that’s nice, you know? 

PP: It seems like a lot of your songs have an accusatory 
tone or kick-in-the-ass kind of tone like you’re trying to 
get people to think and to maybe change their apathetic 
ways. Well, preaching to the converted is one thing and 
another is talking to people who don’t give a shit and 
aren’t going to listen. Do you think that by talking about 
your songs to people who may seem like they don’t 
care—maybe that would get them to think a little? 

E: There are certain bands that I come to see and I want them 

to talk and if they don’t, I’m upset. Then there are certain 

bands that write great lyrics but I just want to see them play. 

It s not because I’m not interested in what they’re saying and if 

they want to talk about it that’s great but I think that there’s a 

time for fucking playing and rock and roll and entertainment 

it’s a ROCK AND ROLL audience that we’re just gonna ROCK 

OUT and then split. You can still say your piece. But the other 

thing is that, I work 5 days a week. I fucking hate work, man. I 

mean, I wait for the fucking bus to go to fucking work, I go to 

work, I wait for the fucking bus to bring me home and I come 

home and I eat something and I go to fucking sleep and it sucks 

and I’ll tell you what, come Saturday night if my band’s playing, I 

don’t want to get up and cry about that week to you. I want to get 

up and fucking drop my pants, whip my dick out and rock the fuck 

out for you. [laughter] If I’m depressed week in and week out, I 

don’t want to get depressed for you on Friday or Saturday night. 

That’s my time. And god forbid I take a night off to play for you on 

a Tuesday—then I’m really going fucking nuts. I’ll tell you the 

truth, I’m really fucking sorry but we are not a political band and 

I’m also really sorry to another group of people but we are not a 

shock rock band. You know what we are? We are a punk rock band 

and we are going to get up and punk rock for you. It’s not like we 

get up and act like we’re ridiculous, I mean, that’s how we’re acting 

fucking all the time. Ask the people at my work—they see my dick 

way too much, [laughter] 

L: I see your dick way too much for my own personal comfort 

'and I like dicks. 

P: All right, let’s get serious so people understand we’re intellectuals. 

E: That’s a good example of a song (Contender) that I never talk 

about live and it’s not because it doesn’t mean something to me. 



When I wrote that song, it was during the elections last year and I 

didn’t vote and I haven’t voted and I didn’t intend to vote and 

there’s pressure involved with that, you know what I mean? There’s 

pressure. There’s people who I respect a lot who’ll look at you and 

can’t imagine why you couldn’t vote. And they’ll think you’re 

betraying them in some way. And that song’s just kind of about 

really, who are you betraying? I’m not someone who’s sitting around 

going, “Not voting is a statement in itself.” Honestly, I don’t give a 

fuck. It’s something I didn’t feel inclined to do and I don’t want to 

listen to anybody fucking tell me what I have to fucking do. Ever. 

PP: Well, I was mainly curious about the title. I’ve read the 
lyrics and whatnot, but I was just curious about how the 
title fit in with the song. “I Coulda Been a Contender”—is 
that “I coulda been a contender in being a voice”? 

P: Actually, / put the title to that song. Have you ever seen the 

movie On the Waterfront? “I coulda been a contender. I coulda had 

class but you had to come down to my room that night, Charlie, 

and you had to tell me, Terry, tonight just isn’t your night.’ You 

shoulda been looking out for me, Charlie, you’re my brother.” 

That’s the way I look at the political system and voting. You can 

elect to have someone to represent you. But if they dick you over 

for a higher purpose, they don’t have to answer to you, it just hap¬ 

pens. If you really want me to get technical, I’ll tell you the truth, 

I’m way too familiar with On the Waterfront. That’s essentially what 

happened in that movie. Because the one thing for this character, 

Terry, that was the only thing he had in life was that he could box 

and he could have won the boxing match and his brother Charlie, 

who was answering to the Mafia, came down to him and told him, 

“Tonight you’re gonna take a fall,” because it was better for the 

Mafia who had made him a big name. And he took that fall and in 

the long run he got nothing out of it at all except for a cush job on 

a boat, which isn’t shit compared to what he could have been if he 

had been a prize fighter. He could have been a contender. He could 

have had class. Just like all of us. My name is Patrick Costello and 

my next show will be at 5 o’clock in the morning when I will be 

reading poetry to you. 

PP: It seems like a lot of your titles—they’re not the typical 
“let’s take a phrase out of the chorus” type of titles. Do 
they all have little stories in themselves like that? 

P: I’m pretty anal about that. I’m way too loud and I think I was 

way obnoxious about it for like a year and the guys—especially Erik 

because Erik writes most of the songs—just finally kind of conced¬ 

ed to it. Yeah, I just like it when a title is something in and of itself. 

Is the title of a novel always a line from the novel? No. Most of my 

favorite novels, the title has almost nothing to do with the story 

until you’re absolutely done with it. Then you’re like, “Oh, yeah.’ 

L: Everyone hates in a movie when they repeat the line from the 

movie that is the title. Everyone hates that! 

PP: For people like me who can’t remember song titles, it’s 
very confusing! 

P: Good. 

PP: What about the third song on your latest 7” - 

P: “Two Cents”? 

PP: Yeah. You write comments on the side of hte lyric 
sheet, and for “Two Cents” it said, “Don’t ever shut up. 
Ever.” Songs like that seem to be really geared toward a 
specific person or maybe a specific event. Is that usually 



don’t want to listen to anybody fucking 
how you write songs? 

E: Sometimes I’m talking about someone specific, sometimes 

I’m actually talking about me. But I’m singing that at myself. 

I’m singing about some other people I know but I’m also kind 

of singing about me, about times that I’ve clammed up when I 

really shouldn’t have. Like you were saying the lyrics have an 

accusatory tone—I don’t know that many people that suck that 

bad. [laughter] Sometimes I’m talking about myself or some¬ 

times I’m talking about a fabrication of a variety of people. So 

that’s the thing, a song like that could be taken as like, “I 

believe that I am perfect and I always take a stand and I 

always do these things, and this person—the you’ in the 

song—doesn’t.” But in reality, I’m not like that either and that 

song is sort of written at myself. I have one tense I can write 

songs in well and so that’s what I do. [laughter] 

P: But I also think it’s really weird the way it seems like convic¬ 

tions nowadays seem like the playthings of—and put quotes 

around it—“the intellectual elite”. To have somebody tell you a 

racist joke and to say, “I don’t think that’s funny.” To just not 

even laugh and just sort of like look down on somebody for 

doing it—it almost seems like a lot of people won’t do that; 

they’ll laugh just because they feel uneasy. But that thing writ¬ 

ten next to the song, I still agree with it with the title even if 

Erik kind of wrote it to himself because the thing is, if some¬ 

one says something around you and you don’t like it and you 

just want to point out that you don’t like it, you don’t even 

have to be high and mighty, you know what I mean? Some of 

the biggest impressions made on me in my life were because 

someone I already respected just sort of didn’t even pay atten¬ 

tion when I did something sort of outlandish or said some¬ 

thing kind of crazy. Then you’re kind of like, “Oh, they didn’t 

even laugh,” or “they didn’t even pay attention.” That can 

make a much bigger impact than to be like, “Well, were you aware 

that 73% of the population blah blah blah.” It’s a lot more real. 

And that’s why on the side of the song it said, “Don’t ever shut up.” 

You can throw in your two cents without coming across as like, 

“I’m the greatest fucking person you ever met in your life.” 

PP:[another interruption during which time Patrick and head honcho 
editor Dan Sinker both leave] So what figures, writers, etc. have influ¬ 
enced your thinking or that you consider important people that you’d 
recommend to other people to check out? 

E: That’s really, really tough. I’ll be honest, I’m not a genius. I don’t 

think any of us here are the kind of people—I can just imagine 

other bands you’d ask this question and they’d be like, “Well, my 

feelings on Bukowski are this and blah blah blah.” I’m not that guy. 

None of us are that guy really. It’s not that we don’t read, but it’s 

also that we just influence each other. I really wish I could say, 

“Man, my life changed when I read blah blah blah” or “when I 

heard X record—that’s when it totally turned around for me” but 

it’s never been that way for me. 

B: Yeah, for me, if I read and I contemplate what exactly the book 

said, I just kind of carry it inside. But if something actually happens 

to me outside of my house when I’m in the street, it has that much 

more of an impact on me. It makes me feel and think at the same 

time and I’d say that kind of goes for the entire band. We relate and 

write about things that happen to us in day to day life. 

L: I think Bill has the perfect answer there. Certainly if you read 

something it becomes a part of you and you examine it on some 

sort of continuum and say it falls here and I interpret it in this con¬ 

text but it all comes down to your own experiences. 

PP: A lot of your more social commentary/political songs seem sort of 
geared toward personal experiences like “He’s a Shithead (Yeah, Yeah)” 

E: Yeah, that song is very specifically about Patrick’s experiences last 

year when there was a strike going on with the Minneapolis bus dri¬ 

vers. That’s the thing, we’re not the kind of guys that sit around all 



day and talk politics but if you want to talk politics, we’ll do it. We 

live our lives, were not people sitting at the library every day. 

PP: So then do you guys have college degrees and what have you 
done with them since? 

B: I graduated from rock and roll high school, baby, [laughter] 

E: I have a degree that I haven’t done anything with and 

probably won’t. 

PP: What’s your degree in? 

E: Sociology. Lane is in grad school right now working on a PhD in 

psychology. He actually intends to work in his field. I have a degree 

that I have nothing to do with other than I learned how to drink for 

four years. And I learned it well, baby. And Patrick has taken a cou¬ 

ple of stabs at it. He might actually get a degree some day. Billy, like 

he said, school of rock and roll—school of fucking hard knocks. 

PP: This next question is doing a 180 but my friend Andy mentioned 
something on the drive up here about your self-effacing humor. You 
guys make fun of people when you’re on stage, but you also make 
fun of yourselves. 

E: We feel stupid all the fucking time, [laughter] I mean, imagine— 

whether we play for only the people that put on a show or whether 

we play for 200 people, we have no business playing, you know? 

You can’t help but feel very stupid most of the time. And if you don’t 

feel kind of stupid, you’re probably a fucking asshole, [laughter] 

Realistically, maybe you say, “Yeah, we fucking suck ass and we re the 

worst band,” but you hope people aren’t like, Damn, you re right! 

[laughter] But if they are, you’re ready for that too. You’ve got to have 

a sense of humor about that. Not that we wont rock any amount of 

people that wanna get rocked at any given time by us—we’ll still take 

it to the hoop, but we’ll do it with a smile. Seriously, I’ve been going 

to punk shows for a lot of years, so has Bill, so has Patrick, and I cant 

think of how many times I’ve stood there and watched a band that I 

just didn’t like because I was one of the last 5 people still standing 

there and I wanted to leave. I don’t want to put anyone in that posi¬ 

tion. Punks who go to shows go to a lot of fucking shows. Punks 

who play in bands and go to shows go to fucking way too many 

shows, [laughter] So when we say, If you want to leave, leave, 

we’re not kidding. You can. But that doesn’t mean we’re not 

gonna make a little fun of you when you leave, [laughter] 

PP: One thing I was surprised by last night—especially since 
the show was just riddled with problems—was that you guys 
were thanking us for putting on the show and saying you had a 
great time even though there were only 20 or 30 people there 
to watch you guys. 

L: The number of people at a show has nothing to do with the 

quality of a show, just as the number of stumbles I make in an 

answer has nothing to do with the quality of an answer, [laugh¬ 

ter] A lot of it comes back to the fact that sometimes you’re your 

own harshest critic. And sometimes the people putting on the 

show are their own harshest critics and they think, man, this 

band expected a lot more,” but we don’t expect shit. It goes back 

to what Erik said—when we go to a town, why should we be 

arrogant enough to think anyone gives a flying fuck what we do? 

B: Yeah, if you pull into town and there’s flyers up and there’s a 

place to play, why shouldn’t you just go there and have a good 

time? If there’s fucking 200 people there or if there’s 20 people 

there, there are 20 people that have come who want to see you. 

Fuck it, have a good time with those 20 people. 

L: You can’t get all arrogant and be like, “Damn man, we deserve 

more than this,” because who the fuck says we deserve more than 

that? A guy puts up flyers and we draw what we draw... 

PP: Oh, a guy! Oh, I see where this perspective is coming from, 
[laughter] Who do you think put up the flyers up for the show last 
night, man? Me and Andy did. I’m insulted. OK, this interview’s 
over! [laughter] ® 
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I met Mark, the singer and guitarist of the 

Trans Meggetti on my second day working at 

Kinko’s (which also ended up being my last day, 

AH YEAH) IN DOWNTOWN BOSTON. RAMA INTRODUCED 

US, I APOLOGIZED FOR MY TIE AND WE TALKED FOR AS 

LONG AS I COULD WITHOUT GETTING FIRED FROM THE 

JOB I WAS GOING TO QUIT IN 5 HOURS ANYWAYS. I 

SHOULD HAVE JUST QUIT RIGHT THEN AND HUNG OUT 

WITH THE REST OF THE BAND, BUT WHATEVER. 

Anyways, Mark is a genuinely nice guy, which is 

AN INCREASING RARITY IN A SCENE WHERE APPROACHA- 

BIUTY IS BEING SMOTHERED OUT BY ALOOF SCENESTER- 

ism. My god he’s a human being! And fun to talk 

too! A few months after we met we sat down for 

THIS INTERVIEW TO GIVE YOU ALL THE SCOOP ON THE 

BAND THAT COULD BRING THE FUN BACK TO GOING TO 

shows. Their new full length is called “Steal 

the Jet Keys” and it’s out now on Art Monk 

Construction. And you know if it wasn’t good, 

you wouldn’t be reading this right now. 

I don’t think you guys sound anything like 

Drive Like Jehu. 

No, I don’t either. We get that a lot. It’s like since 

our music is upbeat and noisy and the guitars 

kind of interact I guess people think that’s the 

closest reference. 

My biggest problem with that comparison is 

like Drive Like Jehu didn’t invent noisy gui¬ 

tars. Are they the first band to be noisy and 

upbeat? I don’t think so. 

I can’t remember how many reviews of their 

records I’ve read of where people were like “This 

sounds like Fugazi.” Or old Fugazi reviews that 

were like “They sound like Sonic Youth.” 

I guess it’s pretty telling of how far back the 

reviewers record collections go. I think it’s 

telling of peoples lack of knowledge and lack 

of context when they liken things t. My 

favorite is HeartattaCk when they’re like 

“This band sounds kind of like Downcast.” 

Obviously, I’m not very hip because I’m 

always like “What the fuck does Downcast 

sound like?” Who the fuck are they? It must 

feel pretty bad to be in a band and only get 

referenced to a band that existed like four 

years ago. You gotta dig a little bit deeper 

than that. 

Totally, totally. I think part of it is that a lot of the kids 

doing reviews haven’t really been around that long 

which is, you know, no big deal or whatever, its just 

the way things are but maybe that’s the one band that 

was big when they got into it so that’s what they say. 

We definitely get that a lot. The first seven inch, all 

three songs were pretty upbeat and noisy. I think the 

full length caries on with that but it kind of goes differ¬ 

ent places. 

Yeah it definitely runs deeper. What was 

the best show you played on tour? 

We had a couple. In Gainesville Florida we 

played a house show with The Party 

Helicopters and a club show with Assuck, 

Hot Water Music and Quadiliacha. It was 

awesome. The house show, there were like 75 

people there and everybody was drinking 40’s 

and smashing bottles in the street and heck¬ 

ling the hell out of the bands. It was so cool, 

everybody was so down to earth, rocking out, 

having a good time. The club show was good, 

but a little more subdued. 

How was Assuck? 

They rocked! It was like rock supreme. It was 

crazy. Like sometimes we’ll end up playing 

with indie rock bands, and we’re a pretty noisy 

mess sometimes but compared to Assuck, we 

were such a wimpy indie rock band. Salt Lake 

City Utah was really cool. It’s weird. Some 

nights you play in a basement and there’s like 

10 or 15 kids there but there’s this strange vibe 

going on and you can tell that they want to be 

there and they’re into it. Like we played this 

basement in Kalamazoo Michigan called Club 

Sofa with Quixote, Joel Wick from Jihad’s 

new band, and there were maybe 15 or 20 

people there and everybody was so into it. But 

other times we’ll play clubs where there are 
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[ THINK IT’S KIND OF BORING WHEN THE BANDS ARE 
THE SAME AS YOU. LlKE IF YOU REMOVE ALL THE 

BARRIERS, IT’S LIKE WHO CARES? It’S NOT EXCITING 
ANYMORE. BUT IN THAT I THINK YOU CAN MAKE 

THINGS EXCITING AND STILL BE A HUMAN BEING. 
That’s were I’d like to see it go. 

be dancing and stuff—its just so much more 

fun. I think it’s a few things. We played with a 

lot of bands on tour which were absolutely amaz¬ 

ing, musically and technically and stuff, but I 

think people are getting a little sick of bands— 

and were guilty a little bit of this ourselves— 

who are just brooding and outward kind of noise 

and yelling. Maybe that music just pushes people 

away to an extent. I think maybe like in the late 

80s when death metal bands started happening 

it was an exciting thing. You’d never heard any¬ 

thing like that. It was the furthest that hard and 

fast music had been pushed so it was kind of 

exciting. But now it’s not exciting anymore. 

Yeah, like the stuff that was once so excit¬ 

ing to see... 

...is so mundane. 

And it’s been done so many times that it’s 

not worth reacting to. I think it gets to the 

point where...like the first kid who rolled 

around on the floor and screamed his head 

off probably meant it, but now it seems 

so practiced. 

That’s a big part of it. I can remember pretty well 

Well I think people are confusing 

genuine reaction to music with 

the toughguy posing that was so 

prevalent in the late 80’s and 

early 90’s. My worst problem was 

going to those shows and right 

when the band went on these kids 

were setting themselves up for 

the big stage dive and it’s like, 

are these people paying attention 

to the bands at all? Like are you 

here to see the show, or are you here to be 

the show? Occasionally, I’ll go to one of those 

shows and these kids will go nuts for like two 

minutes and then they’ll be out of breath or 

whatever and they’ll go outside for a while, 

and then they’ll come back in and just start 

going through the motions again no matter 

what is really going on. 

I remember this friend of mine Dave, this is kind 

of the other side of all of this, I remember we were 

talking about Underdog or something like that 

and he was saying to me how he just loved to go 

to shows and go nuts and stuff. And I totally did 

too, but I was really into the words and stuff 

when they would sing about racism and stuff and 

I could really relate to the words. And he was like 

“Yeah, I never really listen to the words too 

much.” But is was just this form of release for 

him—I think he had a lot going on with his par¬ 

ents—but he would just go to the show and go 

nuts. It wasn’t a cognitive experience at all. 

I guess what you get out of It depends on 

where you’re coming from. 

But yeah, I can’t stand those kids most of the 

time. Like when you’re into something for one 

reason and somebody else is just there for totally 

not the same reasons. Like when they kick you in 

a time in the early nineties or late eighties when 

I’d go see shows in New York and see Raw Deal 

or whatever, or Murphy’s Law and people would 

just lose their shit you know? I can distinctly 

remember a time when I started getting out of 

that scene and going to see more indie rock 

shows, or more emo shows and just seeing kids 

stand there and in a way I thought it was sort of 

cool because I was sick of having bottles thrown 

at me or having to worry about people punching 

me in the head or whatever. It seemed like a per¬ 

fect backlash against all that macho, fist-swing¬ 

ing, hardcore stuff. It made perfect sense. Kids 

just sort of stood there and were more into the 

music than this mess on the dance floor that 

almost took the focus away from the music. But 

now at the same time I think—I don’t know if 

it’s time for a change or what but—something 

that made sense back then as a reaction, I think 

this is ready for another reaction. People feel so 

confined and restricted. Like you said, people are 

too afraid to do anything. 

like 50 or 60 people there, like we played a club 

in Knoxville with the Delta 72 and Thumbnail 

and there were a bunch of people there but they 

were all like zombies. 

Well let’s talk about that. I’m curious about 

how nobody reacts these days. Like how peo¬ 

ple are too self conscious or whatever to 

react to the moment, or what’s going on. I 

think for the most part people are too afraid 

to let their guard down and maybe look silly 

or something. I’m just curious how you feel 

after you play a really good set to a bunch of 

people who are standing completely still. 

When people stand still, you can tell the people 

who are super into it, who make noise or what¬ 

ever, but it’s a thousand times better when people 

are just rocking out and dancing or whatever. It 

seems like the places where there would be a few 

people that had our seven inch and they would 



the head when your trying to watch the bands... 

Well my biggest problem with that is that I 

feel those people are really missing out on 

the real power of what’s going on. They’re 

totally missing out on the really profound 

stuff that’s going on and instead they’re 

jumping on peoples heads. 

Well yeah, and there’s so many bands now like 

Korn and stuff since MTV has totally taken over 

the alternate world, and all it is is a physical kind 

of experience... 

Well they’re definitely not saying anything... 

But fuck yeah man, I think the other reason the 

kids don’t care is that a lot of bands are just lame. 

There’s definitely a lot of good bands out there 

but there’s also a lot of bands that just don’t 

make people want to dance. 

I don’t want people to feel like they have to 

move around and dance and stuff, but I wish 

they felt like they could. I wish people would 

practice a little more of this freedom we’re 

always talking about. Anyways, being on tour 

and playing different kinds of shows, did you 

find that you felt drawn to the audiences or 

did you feel alienated by them? Like when 

you got back did you feel really connected to 

this unified scene, or did you feel like you 

just couldn’t relate? 

Last spring we went on tour, and we played most 

of the Midwest and some shows in the South 

and the Northeast and I think that Brian and I 

in particular were bothered by the way every¬ 

body had friggin’ pomade in their hair and didn’t 

talk to anybody and smoked cigs and wouldn’t 

look you in the eye and whatever. That whole 

thing was just really foreign to both of us. I think 

going on this tour we weren’t looking forward to 

dealing with a bunch of kids who couldn’t give a 

fuck if we’re even alive or not. But I was actually 

really surprised by how normal most of the peo¬ 

ple we met were. That was really nice. I mean 

there’s still definitely pockets of places that I will 

let remain nameless where the kids just kind of 

sat there and stared at each other and all had hair 

that looked like it took them 10 hours to do, and 

this kind of shit. But I can’t even complain about 

places like that because even though those kids 

wouldn’t even talk to you or look at you or each 

other they’d still go and watch us play. 

My dream is for all the kids to look really 

good, they can spend 10 hours on their hair, 

I’m cool with that, I’m cool with them dress¬ 

ing up and wearing cool clothes or whatever, 

but I just want them to be friendly. Like in the 

good old days everybody used to dress up 

and it was fun. You had your code down. You 

could go to different towns and see some kid 

and know that he or she was cool because 

they wore the right clothes that nobody else 

knew about. 

Yeah totally. Like eight years ago you could just 

be walking down the street in some random 

town or whatever and see some kid dressed in a 

certain way and you could just go talk to them 

because you knew they were down. 

Absolutely. It used to take so little to figure 

these things out, it was awesome. Like a perfect 

example was yesterday I went to see Computer 

Cougar play, have you seen them yet? 

Oh man, they’re my new favorite band! 

They’re amazing! 

Absolutely. So I’m looking for the place they 

were playing but I couldn’t find it, but it was 

right down in the middle of the city and there 

were a bunch of people around, and I knew I 

was close, so I figured I’d see somebody hip 

and I could just ask them where it was. So all 

these people were going by and they all 

looked sort of hip so I didn’t know who I could 

ask and I realized that everybody looked the 

same. In the good old days, if we heard a 

band was playing in some town we’d just 

drive to the town and look for a freak and 

we’d find one and ask them and they’d know 

exactly what we were talking about. But I was 

in the middle of the city in the middle of the 

day on the same block and I couldn’t find the 

fucking place! That’s why I wish people would 

dress up more. Or do something, you know? 

But the drawback is that the people who 

dress up are all fucking pricks. 

Fuck yeah dude! I’m all for looking like a mutant 

and being abnormal and stuff but almost with¬ 

out a hitch the kids who look a ceratin way, and 

I hate to make generalizations like this, but it 

seems if they’ve got a certain hairstyle they’ve also 

got a certain scowl on their face. It’s like it 

comes along with it. I think part of this whole 

fashion thing is a reaction against the whole nou¬ 

veau punk crap. It’s like if everybody’s got a 

mohawk and mohawks are normal now then let’s 

look like Elvis or whatever, you know? Which is 

awesome but what are the style alternatives for 

kids that want to look crazy you know? 

I think all these pseudo-freaks, who aren’t 

really freaks but they dress the part, I think 

the problem is that they aren’t digging deep 

enough. It’s like you either look like Elvis or 

you look like Rancid. That’s too easy. These 

people aren’t doing any work at all! I sound 

like an old man but back in the day, we’d 

scour the state looking for the perfect 

Salvation Army or whatever, you know? 

It’s all so easy these days. 

Also there’s the whole deal of kids being into 

the fashion that came out of this music but 

not really giving a fuck about the music. 

Yeah. For me the main driving factor is the 

music and what’s being said. This music is 

the biggest thing that’s happened in my life 

and I can’t ignore that and just try and look 

good. 

Mark: I’m definitely ready to see more 40’s 

being thrown against the wall. [Laughs] 

Fucking dancing, and nakedness and stuff. I 

think a big part of all this is alcohol, or the 

lack of. The whole straightedge thing makes 

perfect sense and I think it’s a good thing for a 

lot of people, especially in certain periods of 

their life, but I also think it gets to a point 

where it kind of strangles people. A lot of 

places that you play there’s no alcohol allowed, 

which is fine, you obviously don’t need alcohol 

to have a good time but it definitely seemed 

like the places we played 

where the kids were drinking, everybody was 

having a lot better time than the kids who 

weren’t drinking. [Laughs] 

Well there’s a problem when straightedge 

kids think that their rules apply across the 

board, for every person In every situation. 

I feel like whatever you need to do to get 

yourself through and to make yourself feel 

better is what you’ve got to do, and that’s 

important. I think it’s a lot easier for people to 

get involved in some group mentality. It’s a lot 

easier to just say “This way is right.” 

It’s a lot easier than living your life and trying things 

and figuring out what you really want. Its easier to 

just buy into an established dogma that you can 

find support in as opposed to trying things and liv¬ 

ing your own life. But on the other hand, some of 

the most fun kids I know arc straightedge kids, and 

they’ll talk just as much shit about straight edge as I 

will because they hate most of those kids because 

they don’t know how to have fun. I don’t get it. 

Brian, our drummer, fits all the criteria that 

apply to straightedge as far as no drinking or 

drugs, and he’s vegan and all, but he rocks out 

more than anyone I know. 

I want to do an entire zine that’s all about 

vice. Like we’ll do interviews with bands but 

all we’ll talk about is sex and drinking. If you 

weren’t in the band, what other creative 

outlet do you think you’d be involved in? 
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Well, the main creative thing in my life has been 

surfing. I’ve done that since I was like 12 or 13. I 

don’t do it as much as I’d like to. I used to surf 

every single day. That’s always been a big part of 

my creative outlet. I don’t know if it’s so much 

creative but it’s definitely got a whole bunch of 

things going on. If not that then I’d probably be 

making sculpture. That’s what I went to school 

for. So I’ve just got the flat “art” answer. That’s 

probably what I’d be doing. That and building 

hot rods. 

Like full size? 

Yep. Rocket cars and shit. 

You should build a rocket car tour van. Like a 

funnycar van. 

Fuck yeah man. Not enough people have 

good vans. 

That’s true. I think that would be a good way 

for us to set ourselves apart. Like if bands 

just have the best vans ever. It's always been 

kind of a mystery to me how all these bands 

ride around in the shittiest automobiles ever. 

If you want to be a for-real band, you’re going 

to spend 9 months a year in that piece of 

shit. And if you’re a full-time band, when 

you’re not touring you’re not doing anything 

else so you might as well just get the flames 

going, get a blower on the front... 

Get some nitrous, get an oil slick. We had the oil 

slick thing working on our van. We had some 

cool spy things going on with our van. Our front 

main seal blew the first week we were out on a 

2+ month tour. We had a yellow van and by like 

the third week the whole back was just black. We 

had this thing called “The Oil Reclamation Pan” 

because we leaked so much oil that every time we 

stopped we were leaving these huge puddles of 

oil. So first we used a milk bottle but that wasn’t 

big enough so we got this pan and every time 

we’d stop and throw it under the van we’d catch 

like a half a quart of oil at every friggin’ rest stop. 

It was ridiculous. That’s not cool, you need the 

nitrous and the flames... 

Some nice rims. 

Hells yeah. 

I’ve always wondered about that. A lot of 

bands basically live in their vans you know? 

Plus there’s so much downtime. Like you do 

your soundcheck and then you wait around 

for like 5 hours. 

If it was really souped up you could drive around 

and find drag strips and stuff. Race, make some 

extra cash on the side. 

And bands could play in the pit area of 

the race tracks and between bands they 

could have band van races. I think that 

would be excellent. 

Or if not souped up, maybe like Cheeqh and 

Chong style. We had this rental truck, like one 

of those U-Haul type of things and it just had 

one giant door in the back. We had like a 10 

footer, but we thought if you got a 20 footer you 

could just leave your stuff set up in the back 

there, get a P.A., roll up anywhere. House shows? 

Fuck that, fucking van shows! 

Driveway shows! 

Or parks—just annoy people. 

And if you ever got shut down, no matter 

where you were you could just be like “O.k. 

Everybody, we’re going to meet in the mall 

parking lot in 20 minutes.” Or you could just 

play while you were actually on the road to a 

big old convoy of cars behind you. You could 

even sneak a few practices in while you were 

on tour. Plus you’d never have to worry about 

people being able to see you perform 

because you’re already on a stage. 

Or you could just have everybody come in and it 

would be like one of those casino cruises. 

[We kind of get off the subject for a while and 

pick up later.] 

I like the idea of seeing a band that is larger than 

life. Like the first time I saw the Bad Brains I was 

like “Oh my God what is going on.” It was com¬ 

plete anarchy and it was amazing. It was the 

hugest thing I’d ever seen. And after the show 

you’d see them in the crowd or whatever and 

you’d look at them almost kind of scared. But 

they’d smile at you and stuff say “what’s up.” 

Totally approachable, you know? I think it’s kind 

of boring when the bands are the same as you. 

Like if you remove all the barriers, it’s like who 

cares? It’s not exciting anymore. But in that I 

think you can make things exciting and still be a 

human being. That’s were I’d like to see it go. 

Exactly. I miss being blown away like that 

because you learn something. You’re being 

challenged. And if the band is just like me... 

Well I think that’s the whole thing though, they 

are just like you, they’re people just like you but 

they’re good at channeling the things that we all 

have inside of us and doing something with it. 

It’s not because they won’t talk to 

you, or because they’re on a stage 

and you’re not or whatever or 

because they’re performers, it’s 

because they’ve developed a skill at 

channeling the monsters that we all 

have inside of us. 

I never feel more inspired than 

when I see a band that totally 

floors me. I always feel invigorat¬ 

ed to try and do something excit¬ 

ing with my life, or create some¬ 

thing that can impact people the way they’ve 

impacted me. But when it’s a bunch of kids 

just standing around who don’t try hard at 

being a good band...just being in a band isn’t 

enough, you know? You’re not bringing any¬ 

thing new into the world. Well with that said, 

what do you want people to walk away with 

after seeing or hearing the Trans Megetti? 

Fuck. That’s a tough question. The main thing I 

want is for people to have a good feeling, and 

rock out and have a good time. Maybe to forget 

everything and just lose themselves in the whole 

experience. I think our band is kind of weird in a 

way. I think we’ve still got a little hardcore in us, 

a bit of indie rock in us, a little rock and roll. 

Ideally, I’d like to see us be able to bring kids 

from all different scenes together. ® 

The main thing I want is for people to 
HAVE A GOOD FEELING, AND ROCK OUT AND 
HAVE A GOOD TIME. MAYBE TO FORGET 

; EVERYTHING AND JUST LOSE THEMSELVES IN 
» THE WHOLE EXPERIENCE. 
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HAL 

Punk Planet: Today Ben played me a bit 

of the new recording—enough to know 

that it’s a lot different than the earlier 

stuff and he was telling me about people 

who had come up and given you shit 

about it. You know, “I liked you guys then, 

but...” Talk a bit about the progression 

of the music and why you think people 

have a problem with you changing the 

music. How does that make you feel? 

Ben: I think the problem most people 

have is that they might relate to how a 

band sounds or the feeling a band radiates 

or whatever, at a certain point in time. 

But everyone has a natural progression 

or change to themselves. As a band 

progresses or changes, they’re progressing 

or changing their music to fit their own 

personal feelings. Not everyone who listens 

to it is going to change in the same 

ways as the band. Some people just 

can’t understand that, I guess, and they 

get angry! (laughter) 

Ed: Some of the songs—and I’m not 

saying that I don’t like them—but we 

were 17 when we wrote them. We're 

only 19 now, but it’s two years later and 

as with anything, people change and the 

music you make changes along with you. 

It’s just a reflection of your experiences. 

B: It’s a reflection of where you are and 

how you’re feeling at that moment. 

E; Right, and your music, or whatever 

art you make, is going to change along 

with the progression that you make. 

It’s ridiculous to hold someone accountable for 

something they did years ago. Everyone changes. The 

people who write it change as much as the people who 

listen to it. 
B: If what we were writing sounded the 

same as what we were writing two years 

ago I would not be writing it. 

PP: Right. It would feel unfulfilling. 

J: It would feel stale. That’s for sure. 

E: I think that it’s almost not fair to 

expect a band to sound the same as 

AL SHEDAD 
BEN-BASS & VOCALS 

ED-6UITAR & BACKING VOCALS 

JAMES-DRUMS 

they did when they first started out. I 

personally don’t want to buy one record 

and then three records later feel like I’m 

still listening to the first record. Bands 

progress in lots of ways and it’s interesting 

to hear how they progress. You might 

not like it as much but that's not reason 

to criticize. It’s really unfair. 



B: It’s kind of ridiculous to expect 

bands to sound the same as when 

they first came out because I know 

in our case, I don’t feel like we 

really established our own personal 

sound until just recently. I think 

that, especially in the new stuff 

that’s about to come out, people 

will only be able to say “that 

sounds like the Hal al Shedad’’. 

PP: Do you think there are too many 

bands and that they all sound the same 

and it’s becoming mediocre? 

J: There’s sort of a feeling of 

entropy in bands, like everything’s 

been done. 
PP: I think there’re too many bands. They all 

sound the same. It’s great that everyone can 

do a zine or be in a band but it really is kind of 

too bad that everyone does. 
B: I think that’s always been the 

case. I think the problem is that 

not everyone is cut out to be in a 

band but a lot of people—and I’m 

not trying to be cruel, but a lot of 

people just don’t have musical 

talent—want to be in a band and 

start one up and the only thing 

they can think of to do is copy 

another band that they like. I think 

it’s pointless to go about art that 

way. The point of art is to create. 

If you’re not trying to do something 

original—if that’s not the basis— 

then why do it? 

E; I don’t necessarily think that 

there are too many bands, I just 

think that it’s so hard to find an 

original sounding band today. The 

few that are original are doing really 

well and I think there’s a reason 

for that. I think that in a way it 

hurts the d.i.y. scene and house 

his philosophy on selling your art and that 

money enabling you to continue it. If you guys 

could make a living off the band, how far would 

you go? Would you go to a major label? Do you 

think that you could make a living off of it without 

doing something like that? Do you think that 

you could keep control of it? 

B: If I was able to make a living off of my 

art, I think that would be the greatest thing 

that I could possibly accomplish. But at 

the same time I would not compromise my 

art to do so. I would still have to have total 

control of my art. If someone wants to give 

me total control and still be fair about 

things and at the same time wants to give 

me money, that’s cool. 

J: I’d like to emphasize the relationship 

between a label and its bands, as well. It’s 

a mutually beneficial thing. They like to run 

the label. They like to have a band that 

writes music that they enjoy, not just music 

that they would sell. If they believe in the 

music and you believe in the music there’s 

just a good relationship there and you want 

to help them out. 

J: I don’t know if I could really feel comfortable 

in that sort of situation. 

PP: I mean, band after band—some 

of whom we all know from right here 

in town—have been completely 

fucked by these labels. I don’t think 

we have to name names but it just 

goes to show that they don’t give a 

shit about you. 

J: It’s just business. 

B: Certainly when you start dealing with 

larger labels and it’s just business you have 

to be extremely careful and watch out for 

yourself. But if the opportunity did arise 

where there was such a thing as a dream 

contract and... 

PP: Well, I think that’s true with a lot of smaller labels but 

when you get to talking about these transnational corporations, 

they don’t give a shit about your band. They don’t give a shit 

about your message—or even if you have one. They don’t 

give a shit about anything except making money. 

be good for us but it would also be 

beneficial to him. 

E; But a step up in labels doesn't 

mean like transnational. There are labels 

bigger than Troubleman that I think are 

very respectable and still hold true to 

their ethics and hold true to some of our 

ethics. 

J: Just like a label would study a band 

to see if they want to do business with, 

a band needs to study a label. 

B: I’d never sign anything without knowing 

what I was signing and who I was signing 

it for. 

PP: What does the name 

“The Hal al Shedad” mean? 

B: NOOO! 

J: (pointing at Ben) GO! 

PP: The one that everybody asks! 

Ben: Everybody does. This’ll finish it I 

guess. This is the story—it’s going to 

be as concise as I can make it but it’s 

not going to be concise at all. I took 

two years of Arabic in high school and 

all I got out of that was a D and a band 

name, (laughter) “Shedad" comes 

from... there was supposedly a mythical 

king Shedad who went on a great crusade 

to create a heaven on Earth—a utopian 

society. He supposedly succeeded but 

along the way killed thousands of people. 

The word “Hal”, as far as I know, is an 

adjective describing a ceremonial state 

in which a person is so possessed by 

the spirit of worship that they're dancing 

madly, screaming uncontrollably, foaming 

at the mouth—they’ve just gone mad. 

“Al" is just a linking word that I threw in 

there to make it flow well. I don’t think 

it has any meaning whatsoever. So the 

whole thing is supposed to sum up into 

the spirit of creating a heaven on earth 

at any cost. The spirit of fulfilling your 

dream whatever the consequences may 

be. That’s quite a personal interpretation. 
PP: That’s deep. 

shows just because it seems like a 

lot of bands come into town and 

they sound exactly the same and 

people get bored with that, myself 

included. 

E: Which there probably isn’t so it almost 

like a moot point. 

B: Right. And I say all this without the 

belief—I don't think Elektra is about to call 

me or anything. But as far as giving 

respect to any smaller label you’re on, I 

talked with Mike from Troubleman today 

and he was saying how he’d love for us to 

take a step up in labels. For one it would 

B: I’m sure if someone got out their 

English/Arabic dictionary I probably 

insulted someone very badly, (laughter) 

But hey, that’s what it’s supposed to 

mean. It’s artistic interpretation. ® 
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PP: So how is it touring with just two people? I know 

Tiger Trap did a few tours... 

Rose: That was difficult and this is easy. Its like a tour, 

but its very different than the tour experience for most 

bands. I think the dynamic of two time is so amazing 

because even with three or four, there’s two against one 

or two against two—there’s always something. You’re 

never really sharing everything that’s going on. But with 

me & Jen, it’s just the two of us. It’s like this: imagine 

if you could go on a month-long vacation with your 

best friend and get paid for it. When I think back to the 

hell of other tours I’ve been on, I just can’t even believe 

that this is so awesome. I mean it’s got its shitty things 

like rooms full of people and smoke and noise and dri¬ 

ving and being lost and directions that are wrong but 

whatever, that’s nothing compared to how bad it could 

be. You’re in & out of places a lot quicker, you’re not 

waiting for four people to take showers and stopping to 

pee every 10 minutes because there’re four people—this 

just works so well. Plus, it’s the only way that we can 

make enough money to tour. 

PP: Do you ever want to go back and tour with a 

larger band? 

RM: Well, I toured with Go Sailor in November. 

PP: So then Go Sailor is still operative? 

RM: Well, Amy lives in San Francisco, Paul lives in 

Portland and I live in Vancouver, so it exists but we get 

together like once a year. It’s the kind of thing that it 

can’t really break up because it just sort of exists as this 

thing that we kind of do when we feel like it if we have 

the time. I m poor and I’ll never have money and it’s real¬ 

ly hard to be like, “hey, I’ll fly down and we’ll record.” I 

have to get time out from my job and everything. 

PP: So does Jen live in Vancouver with you? 

RM: No, she lives in Portland. 

PP: So then how often do you get together to work? 

RM: We manage to get together quite a bit because we’re 

always preparing for something. We lived together in 

Portland for a year, and so that’s when the first album 

and also the 10” was written and recorded and then I 

moved away, but then we toured. Then we took a cou¬ 

ple months off, but we still visited each other because we 

can’t exist without seeing each other. Then we started 

writing songs for the next album, so over the summer 

every couple weeks I’d go down for five or six days. We’d 

write a bunch of songs at once and then I’d go back 

home. She comes up every once and a while, but for a 

year I was unemployed because of my immigration sta- 
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tus, so I could go down whenever I wanted—plus I had a 

good car. 

PP: How long have you known Jen for? 

RM: I met Jen because she was a Tiger Trap fan—a big 

Tiger Trap fan—and so we corresponded. She. sent fan 

mail and she did a zine and I’d see her at shows all the time 

and I just thought she was great. And then when the band 

broke up, we both tried to contact each other at the same 

time! She was like, “oh my god, they broke up, I need to 

talk to Rose.” And I was like, “oh my god, I hope I don’t 

lose touch with this girl because she’s awesome.” So right 

after Tiger Trap broke up, we started hanging out all the 

time. The Softies wasn’t even supposed to be a band—I 

didnt even want to be in a band anymore, I just wanted 

to totally chill. But it was such an awesome thing to share 

with this new person in my life who was so amazing that 

I wanted any reason I could to hang out with her. So we 

started playing together but then she moved to Portland, 

so nine months later I moved to Portland to be with her 

and I lived there for a year. 

PP: Your songs are «o intimate in that they’re small— 

the sound is so much smaller than traditional punk 

rock stuff—but you can really tell when Jen comes in 

with a harmony or something that there’s an amazing 

level of intimacy involved. The chemistry that you two 

have comes across so clearly on record. 

RM: I was having this conversation with someone recently 

about how you decide who you play with and how some 

people are just like, oh we need a bass player, do you want 

to play with us?” But the bands that succeed do so because 

of this tremendous amount of trust. Especially if you’re a 

songwriter because you’re putting what you do in the hands 

of all these people and they could totally wreck it or they 

could respect it and understand it and help it become what 

its supposed to be. I trust Jen more than almost anyone in 

the world and that’s the only way I could play these kinds 

of songs with anyone. It’s like giving someone something 

that’s very valuable and knowing that they’ll take care of it. 

PP: And so how is it taking these very personal songs 

and then coming to a place like this where there are like 

400 people and half of them are talking to each other... 

RM: No matter how lame it is, every time we play a song 

because I’m there and I’m doing it with Jen, it’s okay. If I 

was out there by myself, I’d probably be freaking out. We’re 

really accustomed to it now, and I always know that there’s 

going to be one person who appreciates it and is listening. I 

don’t feel vulnerable if I constantly remind myself that peo¬ 

ple only pay attention to a quarter of what they actually 

hear. I feel really safe on stage, which is funny because I’m 

really shy and I’m really afraid of people—I’m really afraid 

of strangers. It’s not so much that I’m shy, I’m just really 

afraid of people that I don’t know, it freaks me out. I don’t like talking to people 

and I don’t like being around people. So people always say, “how can you play on 

stage?” It’s so safe! That’s part of why it’s easy—whether it’s 10 people that are total¬ 

ly into it or 400 people that aren’t into it at all—you’re on stage and you’re totally 

separate and you’re not a part of what’s going on out there. On a practical level, it’s 

really hard to play when people are loud because we can’t hear ourselves on stage. 

People really don’t realize that you can only turn a monitor up so high—a loud 

monitor makes you sing terribly! 10 people in the back who are talking really loud 

make it hard for me to hear my guitar. And yet I don’t have it in me to tell them 

to shut up. I wish there was some classy way to do that. I’ve only ever done it one 

time and it was because someone was being so disrespectful that I had to say some¬ 

thing. But normally it’s just not my place to tell people what to do or how to have 

their show experience. Sometimes if it’s really bad, you just sort of tune it out and 

you pay attention to what you’re doing you don’t even look up and you just play. 

Oh my god!! 

[At this point, someone hits the car we’re in. They just fucking hit it, don’t 

get out of their car & then drive off. Luckily, no damage was done. Rose 

goes out to investigate and comes back in upset.] 

RM: I’m such a wuss! I’m not on the inside. I’m just afraid to deal with people_ 

it scares the shit out of me. Being confrontational scares me so bad and yet I have 

that fire... So many things bother me. Sometimes I feel like my stomach is on 

fire because I can’t stick up for myself. 

PP: That brings up an interesting point. Are there sometimes that you feel 

like there are things that you want to write about that wouldn’t work as 

Softies songs? 

RM: No. People often ask about what the difference between a Softies song and 

a Go Sailor song is and there s really nothing at all except when they’re written. 

There are songs that I cant do in Go Sailor, but I’ll do any song in the Softies. 

But there are things that I won’t write songs about at all. Like now that I’m in a 

good relationship I feel very protective of it. That’s when you really feel vulner¬ 

able when you re writing about the things that are the most important to you. 

Pain & loneliness are things that are totally universal and even on the most per¬ 

sonal level, people can relate to that. But when you start getting into the specifics 

of your awesome life, that’s too much for me. I really haven’t written a lot of 

songs about that. There are two songs on the new album. 

PP: Yeah, that was actually something I wanted to ask you about, there’s 

“Best Days”... 

RM: ...and “Excellent.” 

PP: Yeah, and finding out that you got married answers the question of what 

prompted you to write these happier songs on the new record. 

RM: All the songs were written when I was married a lot of them are about other 

things and other relationships in my life—past relationships in my life. There’s 

still so much to deal with——not that I use the songs as a way of dealing with 

things—but there are a lot of things in my life to be poetic about. 

PP: That’s to me what makes you guys such an anomaly in this scene—be 

it punk rock, or the larger realm of “indie” rock—you both are willing to talk 

about things that other people shy away from because it would be consid¬ 

ered to be “too corny”. But you guys are perfectly willing to talk about 



things like love and heartbreak in such a straightforward fashion—I just 

don’t see that very much in this scene. 

RM: I know, its so weird. The way we write about things is that its always real. 

We don’t make shit up for the point of making an interesting song. Were just 

writing about the way that we feel and for the way we like to sing with the 

music that we play. I feel like there’s really nothing to criticize there because it’s 

really just living your life and the things that you think. Its not really dramat¬ 

ic because it’s not drama—it’s your life. People are so afraid to have feelings and 

it’s so stupid because that’s just being young and living your life—theres noth¬ 

ing stupid or corny about it. I dont know, I ve never felt weird about it. I felt 

this awesome amount of power singing about my feelings that were real and I 

wasn’t embarrassed. I always felt like thats got to command at least a tiny bit 

of respect from people who say, “if she’s doing this and shes not afraid of what 

were going to think then it must be real and its worth listening to. 

PP: Sometimes when I hear The Softies—especially tonight in a room 

where a lot of people could care less that you’re up there—I just feel like 

it’s so wasted on these people that don’t care. 

RM: But just the right people find it. It’s not for everybody. It’s like you said, 

some people are just afraid to acknowledge these types of feelings. I m not 

forcing it on anybody. I’m not trying to make some statement that you have 

to feel deeply. The kind of people who relate to what we do find it. The peo¬ 

ple who want to be doing what we’re doing and want to be able to take those 

feelings and do things with them or just people who understand how we feel 

and want to commiserate. I never feel like it’s wasted because I feel like the 

people that don’t care just don’t listen. All the people tonight that werent into 

it they probably just started talking to their buddy and a half hour later they 

didn’t even realize something had happened. 

PP: Which is probably a pretty good metaphor for the rest of their lives! 

RM: It’s like some couple is making out at the end of a bar and it’s a little to inti¬ 

mate for you and you don’t want to deal with it, you just don’t look. And after a 

while you forget and they’re gone and you’re not really offended or anything, you 

just didn’t pay attention.... I can’t believe somebody hit our car. Fucking Chicago, 

man! I hate this city. It’s so terrible! This is like my least favorite city. New York 

is frightening and terrible, but at least it’s got some charm. 

PP: You’ve got it all wrong Rose! 

RM: No I don’t. This is where I don’t bend! [laughs] This is the evil side of 

me, this hatred that burns within for places like Chicago. 

PP: What makes it so awful? 

RM: I’ve never had a nice experience here. It’s unfriendly; it’s not accommodat¬ 

ing in any way for anything you want to do; it’s scary; it’s sketchy; it’s confus¬ 

ing; it’s crowded; it’s dirty; it’s without charm in my eyes. Perhaps I haven’t spent 

enough time here, but you know what? I probably never will. I have toured 

quite a bit, this is my seventh major US tour in the past four years of my life 

and you’ve gotta pick and choose. You can’t love every place. I don’t think I need 

to be sold, I think it’s okay. It’s like meeting somebody that you just kind of 

know you don’t like. Like a friend of a friend and for a second you feel like you 

should put in the effort to like them but you know it’s just not worth it, so you 

write it off. That’s me and Chicago, a long relationship that’s no good. 

PP: Wow, it’s this whole other side of 

you that doesn’t come out in your 

music. The angry side! 

RM: Most people that are overly roman¬ 

tic and overly sensitive are taking the pain 

and the ugliness of every single thing 

around them and soaking it in and trying 

to make good of it. And somewhere in 

there there’s gonna be the things you just 

can’t make good of and you resent those 

things the most. I try to be such an opti¬ 

mist all the time that if there’s something 

or someone that I can find no good in 

then I feel like it won and it got the best 

of me. I failed, and that makes me hate it 

even more. I sound like a pansy but real¬ 

ly, especially being young, you’ve got to 

take advantage of these years and appre¬ 

ciate everything that you can. Which is 

why it’s good that I get to tour because 

there are a lot of stupid fuckers that get to 

tour and they hate it! They hate the peo¬ 

ple that they’re playing to and they hate 

the music that they’re playing. I feel sorry 

for them. Of all the people in the world 

that get to do this, I’m glad I’m one of 

them because I really do get a lot from 

this—although I’m a bit burnt out on it 

right now. We’re going to take a break 

from touring when we get home. 

PP: I can imagine. 

RM: I mean I’ve got this awesome life, 

I live in this amazing city, I’ve got a 

great husband—I hate working but I 

only work 2 days week. I really enjoyed 

being unemployed for a year, it was 

great. I was just a housewife—I love 

taking care of the apartment and cook¬ 

ing really awesome food, but we’ve all 

got to make some money. My husband 

is the business of rock, so he’s never 

guaranteed money. 

PP: How did you end up meeting him? 

RM: We went to Vancouver for a couple 

days on the very first Softies tour and we 

didn’t play but we hung out and I knew 

the girls from Cub and we went to a 

party and I met him at the party and we 

stayed friends for a couple years. 

PP: And what made you both decide 

to get married? 
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RM: He was coming down to Portland all the time and it 

was this crazy romantic thing where we said we should at 

least give it a shot because it was really hard living apart. So 

we got married and I moved up there and it’s totally great. 

Its totally real. It’s not like, “ha ha let’s get married,” it’s like 

married for real. It just keeps getting better. Coming from 

being a terribly unhappy adolescent to being in bands and 

that kind of crazy insecurity from being on stage for the 

first time—that lasted forever—and bad relationships with 

people in bands that I was in, and like constant misery ‘till 

meeting Jen and starting the Softies and meeting Bill and 

getting married and... fuck man, I’m so lucky! A couple 

days ago when everything was shitty I told Jen, “every sin¬ 

gle day you have to count your blessings because there’s 

something totally lucky every day.” 

PP: Wow. 

playing music and how totally inspired I was by how much amazing stuff was 

going on and now there aren’t as many people doing really and truly inspired 

work that is unique and different and sincere and for no other reason than the 

fact that you want to do it. Sometimes that happens and it’s really, really great. 

PP: I feel that way too. It just seems like there’s a dearth of really inspiring 

stuff out there right now. There are a lot of good bands out there but there’s 

nothing that really just kicks your ass... 

RM: ...and surprises you... 

PP: ...and makes you want to do it too. 

RM: Exactly. And whoever’s doing it you’re thinking “oh my god, how did they 

think of that!” It’s not that much to expect. Not everybody has to be totally bril¬ 

liant, but they need to be creative. To be actually creative—to listen to your muse. 

I think people listen to too many records, they aren’t listening to themselves. 

RM: Every time these things come out of my mouth, I 

think “I’m going to sound like an asshole!” I mean it, but 

not in a way where I’m saying it because other people 

should feel that way. I’m saying it because that’s what I 

think. I don’t want to sound like a self-help seminar. I just 

feel like I’ve gained some wisdom over the last few years of 

my life and I’m really feeling awesome about it. 

PP: Excellent. 

RM: Yeah, it is pretty excellent. But I’m fucking tired. I’m 

tired of touring and I’m tired of driving. 

PP: What kind of shows do you get booked on? 

RM: We’re the hardest band in the world to make a good 

show for because who do we play with? Half the time we play 

with punk bands and half the time we play with acoustic peo¬ 

ple when who we really want to play with are pop bands! But 

there aren’t that many pop bands in the world. 

PP: Why do you want to play with pop bands? 

PP: So what makes you go out and continue to tour? 

RM: Sort of out of obligation sometimes—not that anyone else expects it—but 

I have this thing that it’s part of the job. That’s what people want. Plus, it helps 

with the album. I feel like I owe it to the label. K does so much for us and they’re 

so awesome and I want to pay them back by supporting the record and helping 

them sell it and helping the way things work there. It’s fun, it’s totally fun, it’s 

just hard—the middle of the United States is really hard. Playing in Kansas and 

Iowa that’s where you lose the money and that’s where you’re playing in bars with 

frat boy bands. If we could afford to fly out and play shows, that would be awe¬ 

some, I’d do that forever, because I really love to play. Every time we tour it gets 

a little bit easier. I also don’t want to be unappreciated, I don’t want people to get 

bored of it and be like, “oh, I just saw the Softies.” There’s not a lot we can do 

with our live show! So, I thought if we took a nice long break then people will 

appreciate it next time we tour. Because I’m that way, if I just saw a band six 

months before or something I’d rather stay home because something good is on 

TV, you know what I mean? I’m getting old and it’s really hard for me to be 

inspired to go to a show, and I know that’s how it is for other people too so I 

really want to give people a reason to come see us. And plus Jen is a really won¬ 

derful artist and she wants to go to art school real bad but it’s always like, “next 

semester, next semester, we’re gonna tour.” And I really want her to be able to go 

to art school and not feel guilty about it. 

RM: Because those are the kids that love us, the pop kids. 

It’s really non-threatening. Punk bands are intimidating 

and acoustic people are... I can’t really make these kind of 

generalizations. Punk shows are intimidating and acoustic 

shows are hard because we’re not quite what people expect 

with our electric guitars and the kind of songs that we play. 

The hardest part about being the Softies is finding our 

audience because we don’t appeal to the punks and we 

don’t appeal to the grownups because we’re not folky 

enough. The pop kids love us, but there aren’t enough of 

them! We try to never play in bars because we hate smoke 

and people talk too loud, but sometimes we end up in bars. 

Our best shows are in performance spaces with a band that 

you totally didn’t expect to see and are really great. There 

aren’t a lot of really inspired people around right now for 

some reason. I think back to five years ago when I started 

PP: What kind of work does she do? 

RM: She does comics. 

PP: Does she publish them? 

RM: She puts them out herself a sort of zine-ish type thing. She’s just kinda unin¬ 

spired. [laughs] We’re both kind of lazy sometimes. It’s just hard when you have 

to go to Kinkos and blah blah blah and you don’t want to do all that, you just 

want it to be out. But when she gets inspired, it’s so great and she’ll just sit there 

and draw. When we lived in Portland together, sometimes we would be up late 

and she would start drawing and I would just sit there at the table and watch her 

draw for like an hour—I wouldn’t even realize it but I was just sitting there and 

we weren’t even talking and she was just drawing and I would sit there and watch 

her draw, it was so awe*5me! She inspires me a lot and that’s great because we 

work off each other in that way. She inspires me because she’s rad and I inspire 



her because she thinks I’m rad. I make her want to write more songs, and she 

makes me want to keep being in this band. It lends itself to production. 

PP: If you want to make it as base as that. It’s hard to think of something 

like that in terms as simple as “production.” 

RM: Well we produce! When we’re inspired, we produce like crazy—we 

write and we create. “Creation” rather than “production.” But it’s hard to 

get inspired enough to do this again. Before we went away for this tour we 

went almost a whole year without playing a show. From our last tour to 

now, we didn’t do anything in between, we just wrote the album and record¬ 

ed it. So we got together a few weeks before the tour and started practicing 

and like a half an hour into practice we’d be like, “do you wanna get some 

coffee?” We were so bored ‘cause we’d played all the songs a zillion times and 

it was just like, “oh, I’ll remember it.” It’s so hard for us to practice now 

because it’s two of us you think, ‘ oh we dont need to practice, I wrote the 

damn song, I’m not going to forget!” But you do. We have so many songs 

now. We really have to dig deep to find the energy that is required for us to 

dig into the old songs. 

PP: Now are there any songs that you flat out won’t perform? 

RM: I’m not really like that. There’s a song of Jen’s that we dont do because 

she’s embarrassed now because of the situation. There are songs I wont do in 

front of certain people, even though maybe they know the song’s about them, 

I feel uncomfortable doing it live. There are songs I don’t want to do in front 

of my mom. But mostly I feel detached enough because of feeling so separate 

on stage, that it’s just my thing and I’m singing my songs. I never feel like I m 

playing it to someone for the first time. I always feel like they already know, 

because most of the people that come see us are fans and they already know 

the music, so I’m not too freaked out about it. They already know I m totally 

fucked up! But now, especially some of the sadder ones are good because I’m 

not so sad anymore. Singing about past heartbreak feels good sometimes 

because I’m really glad that I don’t feel that way anymore. 

PP: Yeah, it allows you to remember... 

RM: ...to remind myself of why I appreciate where I am right now. 

PP: To me, that would be really intense to be forced to remember these 

moments of time that you may not really want to remember. 

songs about? I don’t know how people 

like Pavement write awesome songs 

about nothing. I don’t know how to 

do that, I’m not clever enough for 

that. I’ve tried to pull things out of a 

hat and write about them and it turns 

out that those are our worst songs. I 

learned my lesson, I should stick to 

what I know. 

PP: Which is? 

RM: Writing songs about myself and 

my pain! [laughs] I could do that forev¬ 

er. Who knows, I’m only 25, and I’ve 

only been doing this for five or six years. 

This could totally evolve into some¬ 

thing different, I really don’t know. 

Every single time I write a song I’m 

convinced it’s the last one—and it 

might finally happen. I’ll just run out of 

things to say, or I’ll just run out of ways 

of putting the same feelings to a poem. 

I don’t know what’s going to become of 

it. I hope I can do this for as long as I 

possibly can. 

PP: And by “this” you don’t just 

mean songwriting, you mean The 

Softies. 

RM: I hope I can do The Softies for¬ 

ever. Being in a band is such an art. 

Being in a band and doing it well is so 

difficult. Figuring out the way that 

works best for you is quite a skill that 

I’m slowly perfecting. The Softies have 

been around for three years now. 

That’s almost twice as long as Tiger 

Trap was together. We were not even 

together two years. 
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RM: Yeah, some of them are really sad. And some of them are hard because 

some of them are about Jen—a lot of my songs are about Jen. I think there 

were songs that maybe she felt uncomfortable with. 

PP: Wow. Burned brightly and quickly. 

RM: It’s all happening exactly as it 

should. 

PP: Because they were about her? 

RM: Kinda, but not in real creepy ways. Just sometimes I feel like I’m a jerk 

and that it’s really hard for her. And some songs are my way of apologizing. 

All the people you care about the most you have a hard time talking to. 

Sometimes I would just know that she wouldnt want to do the songs because 

they made her sad. Yeah, there are some songs that we dont feel that com¬ 

fortable doing. Some of them are pretty fucking sad though! [laughs] But 

that’s okay. It’s important to acknowledge your dark side. If you re an artist 

or if you’re a person it’s totally important to acknowledge that part of your¬ 

self—that you’re never satisfied and sad and lonely. What else is there to write 

PP: What do you mean? 

RM: Not that it was ever planned, but 

my experience with Tiger Trap pre¬ 

pared me for this, and I feel like some¬ 

where along the line it was all meant to 

happen this way. I don’t regret any of 

Tiger Trap. It was a really really hard 

band to be in, but it definitely set the 

stage for what I’m doing now. ® 

P
u
n
k
 S

IS
 P

la
n
et

 





With an uncompromising devotion to 

DOING EXACTLY WHAT HE WANTS, AND A 

SEEMINGLY GOLDEN TOUCH, MlKE 

SlMONETTl’S TOUBLEMAN UNUMITED IS 

EMERGING AS ONE OF THOSE LABELS 

THAT COULD BECOME AN INSTITUTION IN 

THE SCENE. OR AT LEAST IT SHOULD. At 

LEAST IT SHOULD OVER MOST OF THE 

OTHER LABELS THAT REACH THAT STATUS. 

Continually putting out challenging 

RECORDS THERE’S NO QUESTION THE 

Mike knows what he likes and what 

HE THINKS MAKES FOR A GOOD RECORD. 

And fuck you if you don’t like it. 

Interview by Josh Hooten. 

Have you passed on putting out any 

RECORDS THAT YOU NOW WISH YOU’D DONE? 

Almost. Almost the Shotmaker record 

because they weren’t ready to do it. 

We kind of had a little argument, but 

we got everything taken care of. I get 

a lot of offers to put out records 

believe it or not and most of them 

suck. Like 85% of them suck. Maybe 

90%. Most bands suck. 

I TOTALLY AGREE. I THINK THE PROBLEM IS 

THAT MOST BANDS SUCK BUT THEY PUT OUT 

RECORDS ANYWAYS AND THEN THEY ALL GO 

ON TOUR... 

And they ruin touring for all the good 

bands. That happens a lot. That hap¬ 

pened to Dahlia Seed. Not a lot of peo¬ 

ple went to see them because every 

other band was on tour the same week 

and there ended up being like 6 shows 

in a week. 

Have you put out any records you didn’t 

LIKE BUT YOU PUT OUT BECAUSE YOU KNEW 

THEY’D SELL A LOT? 

No. Defmately not. If that was the case I’d 

just put out Unwound records for the rest 

of my life. Not that I don’t like Unwound, 

but I’m saying I’d just put out records like 

that every other week. If that was the case I 

wouldn’t be putting out Jeff Humphrey 

records or Phantom Pregnancies records. 

Records that no one likes. 

What are some labels that you envy, or are 

jealous of? That are putting out records 

THAT YOU WANT TO BE PUTTING OUT? 

At the risk of sounding very pretentious I’d 

say there aren’t many labels around nowa¬ 

days that I’m really into besides the ones 

that everyone likes. Like Dischord and 

Touch and Go, labels like that. There are 

older labels that really aren’t around any- 
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more that I tried to base my label on. Not 

politics wise, or musically. Old jazz labels 

like ESP records who pretty much put out 

whatever the fuck they wanted too. That’s 

cool. They put out crazy jazz stuff, they put 

out folk, whatever. And there’s this label 

from New York called 99 records who was 

around in the early 80s who put out bands 

like ESC, and Liquid Liquid. Really weird 

music. That’s the kind of thing I seem to be 

into now. As far as modern labels, the usual 

labels. I think Kill Rock Stars does a good 

job, they put out whatever they want and 

they don’t care what anyone thinks. They 

can put out a Blood on the Saddle record or 

they can put out whoever else they want. 

They don’t give a shit. I think that’s the way 

it should be. You should put out whatever 

you want and not worry about it. I’m sure 

Kill Rock Stars could put out Unwound 

and Bikini Kill records for the rest of their 

lives too, but they do other stuff. 

But it must cross your mind, or maybe it 

doesn’t. Like when I’m putting together 

Commodity or we’re putting together 

Punk Planet we always debate who we 

ARE GOING TO PUT IN THAT CAN SELL. I MEAN 

WE ONLY TALK TO BANDS THAT WE THINK ARE 

GOOD FOR WHATEVER REASON BUT...I MEAN 

YOU MUST THINK ABOUT “WOW IF I PUT OUT 

THIS RECORD NOBODIES GOING TO BUY IT.” 

Yeah, it crosses my mind. It crosses my 

mind with almost every record I put out, 

but what are you going to do, you know? 

I didn’t really start the label to please 

people, I started it because I felt there 

was music that needed to be heard. I 

guess it all started with the Jeff 

Humphrey Trio record I put out. The 

fourth record I put out, I think it was. I 

knew for a fact that nobody was going to 

know who it was and nobody was going 

to like it and I was pretty much right. 

(Laughs) So of course that gave me the 

insight to put out another one. (Laughs) 

You’re either brilliant or really really 

THICK HEADED. 

I think maybe I’m really stupid. 

Well if you knew nobody would be into 

IT WHY DIDN’T YOU JUST KEEP THE TAPE AND 

LISTEN TO IT YOURSELF? 

Because I think that people should hear 

it. And I think that there’s always one- 

guy or girl or cat or dog that goes to a 

record store that buys these records 

because it’s on my label. And if they like 

it it’s kind of cool. Like with Jeff 

Humphrey. I get letters all the time from 

people telling me they like that record 

even though everybody told them it 

sucked. That happens with The 

Phantom Pregnancies to an extent. And 

with other weird bands that I put out. 

Like Speedking. Like bands that don’t 

P
u
n
k

 S
I2

 P
la

n
et

 



tour. That doesn’t help either. I’m sure if Jeff 

Humphrey toured he could be really popular 

but he’ll never leave New Jersey. 

Why not? 

That’s just how he is. That’s Jeff. He’s got a 

wife, he’s got a baby on the way so it’s tough 

to do these things. 

In all of this I’m curious what catches your 

EAR. You PUT OUT A LOT OF VARIED STUFF, BUT 

FOR THE MOST PART IT’S ALL REALLY GOOD. 

I’ve been thinking about this because you 

mentioned it the last time we spoke. I real¬ 

ized that for one thing if seems that most of 

bands whose records I put out have a lot of 

parts to their songs. A lot of different time 

changes, and stuff like that. I don’t know, 

but to sound really corny the bands have to 

be serious about what they’re playing. It 

can’t be a joke. 

They're singing about very important things? 

Metal and Kung Fu. 

Like if you watch your Jet Lee, or whatever 

other Kung Fu movies you’re into they’re 

very serious movies. They’re very arty. 

They’re art films. (Stifled laugh) Mothman 

is fucking serious. They’re heavy. 

Yeah but heavy doesn’t necessarily mean seri¬ 

ous. I’m sorry I can’t let this go but I just 

can’t. (Laughs) So if they sit down with you 

AND YOU ASK THEM WHAT A SONG IS ABOUT THEY’RE 

VERY SERIOUS WHEN THEY EXPLAIN IT TO YOU? 

They have a song called “The Ice Girl and 

The Rice Girl.” It has to be about something. 

They’re very into Asian culture. The singer 

and the guitar player meditate. They do Tai- 

Chi. They’re serious. They’re Shaolin metal 

man. Their first seven inch was reviewed in 

RIP magazine. Don’t fuck with them. 

They’re the most underrated New Jersey 

gone either way. Jeff Humphrey can’t really 

break up because it’s just him. Carbomb is 

gone, Fisticuffs Bluff is gone, Phantom 

Pregnancies broke up, Speedking is still 

together but they play like one show a year. 

Shotmaker broke up. I’m doing pretty well 

so far. Worst Case Scenario broke up. The 

Hal A1 Shedad are still together. I think the 

next bunch of bands I’m putting out will 

stick together. I have this new thing now if I 

ask a band to put out their record I tell 

them they have to be really serious and they 

can’t break up anytime soon unless some¬ 

thing happens and they can’t control it. It’s a 

pain in the ass. My whole back catalog is 

bands that have broken up and nobody real¬ 

ly cares about. That’s a tough thing for most 

labels. Most labels can’t afford to pay their 

bands, or can’t afford to keep records in 

print, especially when bands break up. I 

I’M NOT AN UPPITY 
SCENESTER. I JUST HAVE 

THIS THING THAT I 
DON’T LIKE TALKING TO 

PEOPLE IN GENERAL. 

What about Mothman? 

They’re actually very serious. They’re very 

serious about themselves, but noone takes 

them seriously. Musically they’re great. 

What they’re doing is really crazy. They’re 

into Kung Fu and metal and stuff. 

And it’s all very serious? 

Very serious. Right down to the Ibanez 

Destroyer that the guitar player has with the 

leapard skin guitar strap. 

O.K. hold on, let’s just backtrack for a 

minute. They’ve got an Ibanez Destroyer gui¬ 

tar, A LEAPARD SKIN GUITAR STRAP, THEY PLAY 

METAL ABOUT KUNG Fu AND IT’S ALL VERY SERIOUS? 

band, of the three New Jersey bands that are 

left. Don’t knock Okara either. 

Are they metal too? 

They’re worse. They’re crazier. They’re fuck¬ 

ing insane. They sound like they’re on fire. 

They play really really fast. It’s really cool. 

They broke up too of course, because I put 

they’re record out. 

How DOES THAT WORK? Do YOU PUT OUT THE 

RECORD AND THEN THEY BREAK UP, OR DO THEY 

BREAK UP BECAUSE YOU PUT OUT THE RECORD? 

Well I’m starting to think the latter. 

Maybe it’s you? Maybe you’re the problem 

IN ALL THIS? 

think Charles Maggio (Gem Blansten) or 

Eric Astor (Art Monk Construction) told 

me once how you didn’t see many Touch 

and Go bands breaking up, which is true. 

And why is that? 

Because they’re getting paid. I don’t know 

how much, but it must be enough for them. 

One of these days I’m going to have all my. 

bills paid and I’ll pay all my bands what I 

owe them. That’s actually why I’m working 

two jobs right now. 

Speaking of working and Charles Maggio and 

BEING FROM NEW JERSEY, WHAT’S THE DEAL WITH 

New Jersey record mogul scenesters being 

PIZZA DEUVERY GUYS? ARE YOU EVIL TWINS? 

I’m telling you it’s very serious. You know 

how a band like Karp maybe doesn’t sound 

that seriuos, but they are really very serious, 

they just take the world around them very 

lightly. Mothman doesn’t take their world 

lightly, they’re just singing about very 

important things. I think Kung Fu and 

metal are very important. 

Well let’s see, I’m not putting out Rye 

records anymore and they’re doing fine, but 

when I was putting out they’re records they 

were having all kinds of internal problems. 

Unwound is still together. Greyhouse is 

way gone, Dahlia Seed is gone, Rorshach 

and 1.6 band are gone even though I wasn’t 

really putting out those two bands, they’re 

We don’t really look the same. Pizza delivery 

jobs? I don’t know, I live in the most Italian 

place in the world, Bayonne New Jersey. 

There’s like 25 pizzerias in Bayonne. 

And let’s see, Simonetti. Are you Italian 

too? I can’t tell. 

100%. My mom’s Italian, my dad’s Italian. 



When I’m delivering pizza I see Dave from 

Rye delivering pizza for his place. Like yes¬ 

terday we stopped and had a little conversa¬ 

tion between deliveries. 

SO EVERYONE WHO’S ACTIVE IN THE SCENE IN 

New Jersey delivers pizza? 

I guess so. I try not to eat on the job. It’s 

hard. But then again, the place I work at, 

which will go unnamed because what I’m 

about to tell you will probably gross you out 

very much, the guy who makes the pizzas 

was walking around saying he had the walk¬ 

ing pnuemonia and he was sneezing and 

coughing while he was making the dough. 

And the other cook who makes the sand¬ 

wiches and stuff scratches his ass and stuff. 

So I haven’t really eaten there much. 

SO ANSWER ME THIS. HOW DO TWO OF THE BET¬ 

TER LABELS IN THE SCENE EXIST IN ONE STATE THAT 

ONLY HAS THREE BANDS? 

Charles puts out records by friends only. Or 

he has to get to know them before he’ll put 

out their record. Me, I don’t give a shit. If I 

like the band I’ll put it out. Unless they’re 

like freaks or something. Although it ends 

up that 80% of the bands I put out I know 

really well. I didn’t know the Phantom 

Pregnancies until Huggy Bear toured and I 

met them. And I told them I thought their 

other band was better than Huggy Bear and 

I wanted to put out their record. I don’t 

know, there’s only like three or four bands 

in New Jersey right now. 

Who are they? 

Rye is from New Jersey. The Van Pelt are 

officially from New York but I think Chris 

grew up in New Jersey. All the big New 

Jersey bands are on Gern Blansten, all the 

small New Jersey bands are on Troubleman. 

I think that’s all the bands. I think some of 

the Rye people have other bands, but they 

don’t play out at all. The whole Rye thing 

was more Rye’s choice than my choice. 

How so? 

Rye left me and went with Gern because 

Gern, from what I know, offered more. 

When it first happened I was really pissed 

off about it and me and Rye...there were 

actually really good rumors about it last 

summer. Like if you were in a band and 

toured last summer you heard about the 

fights that me and Rye were having. Now 

we’ve stopped fighting. We were just stupid 

little boys fighting over dumb stuff. I think 

Rye also left me because they didn’t feel they 

were being treated well enough. I thought I 

was treating them fine, I just had no money. 

At the time I had just started the label and 

there were a lot of things I didn’t know 

about how to work with bands and stuff. 

When I first started the label I thought you 

put out the record and that was it. You were 

done. You gave the band their records and 

you were good. But then bands started get¬ 

ting popular and I started selling more than 

4,000 copies of a record and I was like 

“Holy Shit, I’m selling a lot of records.” 

And then bands started asking me for 

money, but I didn’t have any money because 

I kept putting out records with it. Bands 

started asking for money and I didn’t have 

any so they got pissed and they left. Well, 

band. And looking back I can totally under¬ 

stand why they would feel that way but that 

was a year and a half, two years ago and I 

only had six records out and I didn’t know 

what I was doing. Now I budget my money 

more and I tend to pay bands ahead of time 

either in the form of records or CD’s. That 

way they know what’s going on. I also tell 

them right away that I’m not rich and it’ll 

take you a while to get paid. That’s how it is 

now. That’s how The Hal A1 Shedad and I 

get along so well. Because I told them that if 

I was rich I wouldn’t be living in my parents 

fucking attic again. I wouldn’t be working 

all these jobs. Nowadays I feel I do much 

better. Now since I got these two jobs I’ll be 

able to straighten these things out. 

Alright, I’m going to real off some myths 

about Troubleman and you can confirm or 

DENY THEM. NUMBER ONE, YOU LOOK LIKE JlMMY 

Walker and everything you think is cool you 

REFER TO AS “DYNOMITE.” 

Yes. True. Actually I say “Fresh”, 

not “Dynomite.” 

YOU ARE A HARDCORE COLLECTOR OF RARE 

FUNK RECORDS. 

Yes. That’s all I listen to. That’s all I do. 

Collect funk records. I went to a record 

convention yesterday and threw down $80 

for about 40 45 s. It’s a seasonal thing. I go 

four times a year. I don’t go to every record 

convention like I used to. As far as far funk 

LP’s, I have pretty much every funk LP 

there is to have. I have a couple thousand. 

But 45’s are where it’s at. 

YOU HAVE A COUPLE THOUSAND FUNK LP’S?!?!?! 

Yeah. But 45’s are were it’s at. 

How MANY 45’s DO YOU HAVE? 

Not much. Maybe four hundred or so. t 

That’s where it’s at man. There are so many 

obscure funk 45’s with such awesome beats 

man, you can’t even begin to...That leads 

to the next question, which I’m going to 

ask myself, which is when is the bootleg 

funk compilation coming out, and the 

answer is very soon. 

And who is going to be on the bootleg funk 

COMPILATION? 

A bunch of groups you’ve never heard of 

before. If anybody out there is into funk 

records or soul records they’ll know that 

there are bootleg LP’s out all the time of 

45’s and they’re like $20. I have all those 

records, but I have records that no one’s ever 

seen before, and I’m going to put those ones 

out. I guess you could call it a bootleg 

because I don’t think any of those people 

LIKE IF I SEE SOMEONE 
at a show I’ll say hey 
what’s up, but that’s 
ABOUT AS FAR AS IT 
WILL GO. I’M NOT A 
VERY SOCIAL GUY. 



from those groups are alive anymore. It hap¬ 

pens all the time. Its been done before. All 

those garage 45 s, they’re all bootlegs. And if 

I knew where these people were I’d ask 

them permission but how the fuck am I 

going to find fucking Alvin Jackson from 

Mississippi or whatever, you know? I just 

got a record at the record convention from 

this band who have probably the best song 

title I’ve ever heard in my life. It’s called 

“How’s your wife (and my child?)” It’s by 

the Ebony Rythim Funk Campaign. That’s 

a very important record. A lot of people 

sampled that record. I think Biggie Smalls 

sampled this record. I don’t listen to a lot of 

rock music. If I had my way I’d be putting 

out more rap records. 

Then why don’t you put out rap records? 

It’s hard to find good rap artists. Plus, who 

the fucks going to buy a rap record on my 

label? Let’s be honest here. 

O.K., ANOTHER MYTH ABOUT TROUBLEMAN, 

YOU’RE AN UPPITY SCENESTER. 

No, I don’t really go to shows anymore. 

What about uppity? Elitist? 

Me? No way. What are you talking about? 

I HEARD THAT SOMEWHERE. 

From who? 

UM...I don’t remember. 

No. I actually write back to all the bands 

who send me tapes. I’m busy working, so if 

you sent me a tape you’ll hear from me, it’ll 

just take a while. I’m busy working 27 jobs. 

I’m not an uppity scenester. I just have this 

thing that I don’t like talking to people in 

general. Like if I see someone at a show I’ll 

say hey what’s up, but that’s about as far as it 

will go. I’m not a very social guy. Seriously. I 

take offense at the uppity statement. 

I didn’t mean to offend you. 

That’s O.K. I don’t really care. They can all 

kiss my ass. Maybe that’s where they get it 

from, (laughs) 

Why don’t you go to shows? 

Do I sound like an uppity scenester? 

Not at all. 

O.K. Why don’t I go to shows? 

Well obviously if you don’t uke talking to 

PEOPLE, I MEAN NEITHER DO I. 

I know why they call me an uppity scen¬ 

ester, because when I go to shows I ussually 

try to hang out on the side of the stage and 

just keep to myself. Like when I go to shows 

at clubs in New York I try to go backstage 

and relax and not have to deal with people. 

That has nothing to do with being a scen¬ 

ester, if I was an unknown person I’d proba¬ 

bly try and do the same thing. It’s because I 

don’t like...I feel awkward when people ask 

me how the labels doing or whatever. Like 

there’s more to me than just the label. 

Nobody ever asks me how I’m doing. I’m 

tortured! (Laughs) Why don’t I go to shows? 

Because most bands suck. Most touring 

bands suck. I go to shows when local bands 

play. Like when Chisel plays, I’ll go see 

them. I like Chisel. Or whenever local 

bands play I’ll go. I try to go to shows but 

lately I haven’t liked going to shows because 

believe it or not the whole scenester thing 

really sucks. Like you go to the show and it’s 

like a church social or something and every- 

bodys hanging out talking to each other and 

everybody stares at you. Like “Who’s that?” 

or “What’s he wearing today?” or something 

retarded like that. It’s stupid. People proba¬ 

bly see me sitting on the side of the stage or 

in the back or whatever and think I’m try¬ 

ing to be elitist, but it’s probably because I 

just hate them. 

Well I certainly meant no offense. I aspire 

TO BE MORE UPPITY. BUT I’M REALLY GOOFY SO IT 

COMES ACROSS AS FRIENDLY. PLUS, AND THIS 

PROBABLY FITS THE MOLD OF EUTIST, BUT 90% OF 

THE TIME I’D RATHER SPEND MY TIME TALKING TO 

THE BAND OR THE PEOPLE AT THE SHOW WHO ARE 

DOING STUFF THAN THE IDIOT KIDS WHO JUST HANG 

OUT AND TALK ALL NIGHT. 

Totally. Exactly. What I do enjoy doing is 

going to shows and if I see a kid who’s 

doing a label, I always think it’s cool that 

kids in New Jersey are starting to do labels, 

I’ll talk to them. I’ll talk to someone who 

has something to say. But I’m not going to 

talk to someone who’s wearing highwaters 

and has a chain wallet and is there just to 

look cool and probably doesn’t even buy 

records. Or who’s wearing the bellbottoms 

and the pimp jacket, what the fuck could 

they do for me? ® 

I’ll talk to 
SOMEONE 
WHO HAS 

SOMETHING 
to. say. But 

I M NOT 
GOING TO 
TALK TO 

SOMEONE 
WHO’S WEAR¬ 
ING HIGHWA¬ 

TERS AND 
HAS A CHAIN 
WALLET AND 

IS THERE JUST 
TO LOOK COOL 

AND PROBA¬ 
BLY DOESN’T 

EVEN BUY 
RECORDS. Or 
WHO’S WEAR¬ 
ING THE BELL- 
BOTTOMS AND 

THE PIMP 
JACKET, WHAT 

THE FUCK 
COULD THEY 
DO FOR ME? 
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/FUZZY HEADS ARE BETTER 

1. How long have you been doing your zine and what issue are you on? 
I’ve been doing Fuzzy Heads Are Better for abut three years now and I’m 

only up to issue #5 (out in da summertime!). Yes, I am a slug. Woe! 

2. How long do you plan on doing it for? For as long as people keep 

sending me kool-aid points n’ loving letters. More! More! I jus’ wanna 

be wuwed don’tcha know. 

3. What would cause you to quit? I would only quit if Tim Roth 

beckoned for moi to be his personal loveslave-mmm, yum! I’d lay on our 

heart-shaped waterbed all day long and chomp down the bonbons. Sigh. 

4. How do you distribute your zine? Mostly through direct mail 

order and dropping them off at the few cool shops around town. I’ve 

tried dealing with a handful of small distros but have yet to see much 

moolah actually come back to me. Shame on you pooheads. 

5. Why is your zine called with it’s called? I 
admit it! I have a bit of a fetish for really great, 

fuzzy shaved heads. I just think it’s a totally 

sexy haircut. Not ta mention practical (!) for all 

you pragmatics out there. Boys AND girls—it’s 

all good. I used to sport a fuzzy head once 

“back in the day” (haw-haw) but cha knowww, 

thick black Asian hair doesn’t exactly take to 

the fuzzy experience too well. I sorta resembled 

a surly porcupine, ready to fight at the slightest 

remark about my ‘do. Ahhh, sweet memories. 

6. In order of importance, what would you rank 
as the three main subjects you cover? My 

loves, my neuroses, my desires. This is the wistful 

n’ forlorn answer where upon the reader is to 

snort and say “Gee, I thought this dame was 

swell but she ain’t nuthin’ but a sap! Just a big 

softie...” Hmm, this was a tough question, kinda. 

7. What’s the hardest part about doing your 
zine? Working up the gumption to interview 

supercool people in person. It’s embarrassingly 

painful for me to listen to my geeky pseudo¬ 

wittiness and cracking voice whilst transcribing 

an interview. It’s like all my cool goes “woosh!” 

out the window. It ain’t easy I tell ya! 

8. What’s the most rewarding? I think it goes without saying that all 

of us “zinesters” love, love, love (!) rad mail from people who can totally 

relate. It’s like discovering long lost siblings or something. So good! 

9. Are you doing your zine for the free records? I actually don’t do a 

heckuva lot o’ music reviews, hence not many free records come my way. 

It’d be like heaven if all my favorite bands sent me free stuff BUT such 

as it is, most of the records I receive function better as frisbees than 

background music in my pad. Don’t people ever scope out publications 

anymore before bombarding them with crap they don’t want? 

10. How weird was it to interview pro wrestling legend Andre The 
Giant? Well ya know, Andre ol’ chap-he was a little standoffish 

towards me at first, but once he tasted my vegan strudel—MWA! We 

were like bosom buddies! Like two peas in a pod! Like Penny n Pee- 

wee! We were inseparable. Rest in peace brother, rest in peace. 

11. What was the best and worst interview you’ve ever done? I 
think my best interview was with Chris Oliveros of Drawn & Quarterly 

publishing fame to be seen in Fuzzy Heads Are Better #5. That was a very 

pleasant experience. And my worst was my half-assed attempt at trying 

to get an interview with David Gedge who is, essentially, the Wedding 

Present. Love the music, I do, but man, rock stars blow. 

12. Quote your favorite thing ever said in the pages of your zine. 
Peepshow cartoonist Joe Matt’s reasoning as to why people shy away 

from doing their own autobiographical work: “That’s just ‘cause 

they’re chicken. I think to do the best work you can’t be chicken about 

it ‘cause you’re limiting yourself. Ultimately it doesn’t pay off to be 

chicken ‘cause you just end up dying and having this compromised 

work behind you. This all sounds so pretentious, like I’m an artiste... 

Like I’m speaking from a high horse... or is that a high chair... 

[laughs]. That sounds pretentious. Cut that part out.” 

13. Do you write everything yourself? If so why? If not, how do 
you find writers? Everything is mostly me, me, me, with the occa¬ 

sional guest writer or artist in the form of good friends o’ mine. It’s 

nice to spice things up once in a while instead of having everybody 

think I’m a completely narcissistic bastard. Hyuk. 

14. How is your zine produced? Does it cost you anything or do 
you scam it? I do a basic cut and paste style 

of layout and then bike it on over to get it 

copied at an office supplies megastore where 

it’s supercheap to get everything in bulk. 

Then I collate and collate to the sweet sounds 

of Lync and Sleater-Kinney. Drool, drool. 

15. Handwritten vs. Typewriter vs. 
Computer? For my own zine purposes I have 

employed all three techniques at some point 

or other so I’d be a hypocrite to dis on any 

one of them. There are pros and cons to each 

of these three things in terms of aesthetic 

value, function, accessibility, etc. But ya just 

gotta go with whatever suits you best. Wow, I 

feel like a wise old owl. 

16. What other zines inspire you? Fat 

Chance, Short Girl with Short Hair, Kickstand, 

That Girly White Bread, For Paper Airplane 

Pilots, Chickfactor, Cometbus, Half-hearted 

Platitudes, etc. 

17. What is “selling out?” “Say, what’s that 

absolutely delicious smell tickling by nos¬ 

trils?” “Why it’s Fuzzy Heads Are Better perfume—the springtime scent 

of a freshly shaved head!” 

18. If you could live off of your zine would you? Um, can I have this 

question stricken from the record for it’s bigtime “DUH!” factor? I 

don’t mean to offend but COME ON guys! Heh heh? (my pal Joanne 

thinks this answer is cocky as all hell...yeah well.) 

19. If you had a chance to interview someone who you most likely 
would never have a chance to talk to, who would it be? 
Louise Brooks cuz she is just so-o-o foxy with those pearls!! Hoo baby! 

God her hair (super sleek bob) was the best. Then she got this nasty-ass 

perm which, to me, is like the evil of all evils—blech! 

20. Describe your dream interview (who, where, what setting?) 
Sitting in Clare Grogan’s bedroom in the movie Gregory’s Girl. Would 

that not be the ultimate in sass? 

Fuzzy Heads Are Better 

#1-4 are $1 ea.ppd. 

#5 is $1.50 ea.ppd. 

(cash only) 

Patti Kim 

Box 68568 

350A Bloor St.W 

Toronto, ON 

M5S1X1 Canada 
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20 y NEGATIVEJNK 
1. How long have you been doing your zine and what issue are you 

on? I’ve been doing Negative Ink for about two to three years now. 

There have been four issues released to date and the fifth is scheduled 

to hit newsstands this summer. 

2. How long do you plan on doing it for? Probably until I finally crack 

under the pressure and show up a shopping mall with an AK-47 and start 

shooting up the populace. Believe me, that day is not too far off. 

3. What would cause you to quit? Actually, I think about quitting 

just about every other day. Then I come to my senses and realize that if 

I did, I wouldn’t have anything to do between freelance jobs. 

4. How do you distribute your zine? A good amount of copies are 

sent out to distributors and stores. Bands we’re friends with like C.R., 

Muddfoot and Serpico usually take copies out on tour with them which 

is fucking rad. Other times we take a bunch with us when we go to 

shows where we coerce attractive female friends of ours to sell them for 

us. We tell them they’re doing it for the scene. I don’t know about you, 

but I’d definitely buy a zine from a cute girl rather than some goofy 

looking guy any day. 

5. Why is your zine called with it’s called? My friend Seth came 

up with it. Later I found out that he swiped it from something Howard 

Stern said. Stern was reading an article on his radio show that made some 

kind of slanderous remarks towards him and he exclaimed, “I’m sick of 

all this negative press. I’m sick of all this negative ink!”. Negative Ink is 

also an abbreviation for Negative Incorporated. We like the duality. 

6. In order of importance, what would you rank as the three 

main subjects you cover? Music wins by a nose while comics bring 

up a close second. We are also continually researching the ever expand¬ 

ing world of fast food. We like burgers. 

7. What’s the hardest part about doing your zine? Are you kid¬ 

ding me?! A monkey could do this shit! Oddly enough, we have a mon¬ 

key on staff that does all the work. He’s the real brains behind this 

operation. I’m just a figurehead. 

8. What’s the most rewarding? Contrary to what some people may 

believe, there are many benefits to publishing a zine such as... Uhh... 

Umm... Shit. Can I get back to you on that? 

9. Are you doing your zine for the free records? That might have 

been the case at first, but a majority of the material being put out 

nowadays is complete crap. I’m all about free stuff, but crap is crap 

whether its free or not. However, every so often I’ll get something out¬ 

standing (sometimes I’ll even settle for decent) that makes the trip to 

the post office worthwhile. 

10. How weird was it to interview Judge Lance Ito? That was an 

interesting experience to say the least. We flew him out here to Shaolin 

and I was very surprised to find out how large of a man he really is. He 

may look short on television but he’s really like 6’7”. He’s like Conan 

O’Brien’s height or more except he’s not as lanky. So, we gave Lance a 

V.I.P./all access pass to Club Ink where we hung out, drank Colt 45 

(chillin’ Lando style), smoked a couple of bowls and did the interview. 

When he loosed up a bit he told us that his childhood hero was Mr. 

Sulu and his favorite show is My Two Dads. We finally drank ourselves 

all kinds of stupid and passed out. When we woke up the next after- 



noon we found that Lance and coincidentally, the remainder of our 

weed, was gone. Seth’s Promise Ring CD mysteriously disappeared as 

well. I’ve left plenty of messages with his office since then, but he has¬ 

n’t returned my calls. 

11. What was the best and worst interview you’ve ever done? 

We’ve had good luck in the interview department. They’ve all gone 

pretty well but the best one by far is the one we did with the 

Descendents for the next issue. We spoke with Bill Stevenson about 

losing his virginity and Milo on his advancements in biochemistry. 

Norm Arenas got nothing on us. On the opposite side of the spectrum, 

the interview with the Mighty Mighty Bosstones was a real lemon. We 

were scarred so deeply by the experience that we haven’t been able to 

listen to any of their records since. 

12. Quote your favorite thing ever said in the pages of your 

zine. “Making fun of the rich is easy. Making fun of frat boys is easy. I 

have a lot more fun when I make fun of people who think they’re very 

left wing, very ‘modern’ thinking, very righteous, very liberal with their 

tattoos and piercings. They’re actually just people out for kicks and 

really don’t have any leftist leanings or any kind or real opinion of 

helping other people. They really don’t give a shit. They really just care 

about being noticed. They’re not in a band; they don’t do comics, they 

really don’t have much of an individual existence so they have to dress 

up in a uniform and say, ‘Look at me, I’m a fan of the Pixies’ or ‘I’m a 

fan of Porno For Pyros’ or whatever lame-ass alternative MTV band is 

going. It’s more fun for me to knock some of the readers who, I think, 

are very hypocritical. People who harbor a lot of prejudices and think 

they don’t.” —Evan Dorkin, Negative Ink #1” 

13. Do you write everything yourself? If so why? If not, how do 

you find writers? No. Finding writers isn’t that tough at all. Finding 

RELIABLE writers is another thing entirely. There are a lot of people I 

know who SAY they would like to write or draw comics for the zine 

but it usually takes a lot of threatening phone calls to get them to pro¬ 

duce something. Sometimes I don’t mind it because I get to play editor 

and throw my weight around. It makes me feel like J. Jonah Jameson 

from Spider-Man. 

14. How is your zine produced? Does it cost you anything or 

do you scam it? We had a nice little scam going for the first few 

issues, but now we sell ad space. A majority, if not all, of the produc¬ 

tion costs are covered by the money we get from that and from sales 

of the previous issues. The zine basically pays for itself now, which is 

a relief. If I do put any money into it, it’s usually very little. 

15. Handwritten vs. Typewriter vs. Computer? Computer all the 

way. I love the look of a nice, slick layout. The only things not 

done on the computer are the comics. I photocopy all the original 

art then paste them down on separate sheets of paper so they’re 

centered properly. However, every once in a while I will do other 

parts by cut n’ paste if I think the design of the layout calls for it. 

16. What other zines inspire you? Early issues of Deadline were a 

big inspiration to me. In case you’re unfamiliar with it, Deadline is a 

British rag that had comics (including Tank Girl stuff), interviews, 

etc. It was my favorite bathroom reading material for a while. I’ve 

stopped reading it because for the past few years it’s been going down¬ 

hill. Other than that, very few zines do it for me: Besmirched, 

Commodity, Muddle, Change Zine, Punk Planet and Everyone Is Full Of 

Shit Except Me. I also admire Sound Views, Jersey Beat and Suburban 

Voice for their longevity. I’m probably one of the few new jack zine 

publishers who doesn’t have Anti-Matter to thank for making me the 

man I am today. Oh yeah, Hellbender Fanzine inspires me too. It 

inspires me not to suck. 

17. What is “selling out?” Two words: Seth Dawg. 

18. If you could live off of your zine would you? Absolutely. 

Without a doubt. It consumes a lot of my time right now and I’m 

not even getting paid for it. I’d definitely love me some office space 

and a water cooler though. 

19. If you had a chance to interview someone who you most 

likely would never have a chance to talk to, who would it be? 

There are actually three people who we’d love to interview. The first 

is Homer Simpson but we can’t do that one for obvious reasons. The 

other two are Tiffany Amber-Theissan (Kelly Kapowski) from 90210 

and Gillian Anderson from the X-Files. We spend a lot of time 

obsessing over people on television. 

20. Describe your dream interview (who, where, what setting?) 

We’re all a bunch of old, bitter, jaded bastards —we don’t have dream 

interviews. I guess if we ever got the chance to speak to any of the 

people (or characters) mentioned above we’d considered it a dream 

come true 

Negative Ink is $2 in person, $3 ppd. 

Available from Jeff Powell at 

P.O. Box 20302 

Staten Island, N.Y. 10302 
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RF,AT JT1FUT. BERT & THE LUSCIOUS ONES - S/T LP 

70’s style punk. They play some originals 

and some covers. Comes with poster. 
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NEKHET NAATZA 

This band from Israel plays fast thrash/punk. 

Very political! Songs sung in Hebrew, but comes¥////f/^ 
translation ’Jft/f/h 
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OPPRESSED LQGTC_ 

VM’; Finally this long awaited Lp is out! Hardcore/punk 

M telling it how it is. Comes w/poster and lyric sheet. 

URBN DK - INNOCENT VICTIMS LP 

Fast, in your face hardcore/punk. 
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THE RRTSTLES - LAST YEARS YOUTH LP & CD! 

Once again back in print and remastered! 

WMm Hardcore Jersey punk with a touch of oi! 
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|pO.Box 2603s, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53226-0026 
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Record Co. 
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Danville, IL 

61834-1885 

KEROSENE 454 
"Race" CD $9 US/$11 Can/$12 World 
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ACTXONBOY 

RECORDS 
A SINKING SHIP . 

SINCE .1994 * 

lustre king 
the money shot; CDEP 

DIANOGAH 
as seen from above LP 
with limited bonus 7" 

FOUR FIFTY SIX 7" 
fi-om Kentucky 

and as always! 

C - CLAMP 
meander +return LP 

GROUND RULE DOUBLE 
bra id.shellac.prom isering. 
bluemeanies.25 bands?' CD 

DIANOGAH 
as seen from above CDEP 

coming summer 97 

the sky coRvair 
ex-gauge, capnjazz, braid 

The 90 DAY men 
JOAN OF AaC/DIANOGah 

ALKALINE TRIo/TUESDAY 

7” $3.50/CDEP $6 
LP $8 / CD $9 

all prices PPD in USA 
foreign orders 
add £2 per item 

write for full catalog. 

actxonboy records 
PO BOX 14471 

CHICAGO, IL 60614 
USA 
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Get pissed, stand up for yourself, 
fight back and SHOUT! 

The UNSEEN are packin'the Oi! 
and hardcore that'll knock you flat 

on your punk rock ass. Thirteen 
high energy rants in all. YES! 

Be on the watch for these Boston 
boys coming to a city near youl 

Also available: "Protect & Serve” 7" 
and "Baise Your Finger..." 7" on 

IVMLBecords. V.M.L. 
S.JLS.E. 

GITS YOU A 
Post Office Box 183 H CATAIOG 

Franklin Park Illinois 00131 
USA 

I 4 NEW V.M.UVE 7"S COMING MAY 15TH, 1997: 
BORIS THE SPRINKLER, TOTAL CHAOS, 

XEROBOT & THE FREEZEII 

SEA MONKEYS vs. Bigfoot 12 
Pun-krock fixtures the "SEA MONKEYS" 

pummell us with 13 brand new ANGRY 
SAMOANS/ DICKIES-ESQUE gems. Their 

best set of tuneage yet! Schtick kickin' 
romper room rock for the discerning 

lunatic. Songs like "Life of the Parking 

Lot","Beatnik Chick & Hotrod Guy" & 
"Caveman on a Desert Island" plus the 

title rib-tickler should make it real clear 

exactly what page these fellas are on 

A definite do not miss! First pressing on 

yellow colored vinyl! OUT NOW!!! 

Here to kick MIGHTY IPY 

• CRAW *7 
• QtyLl>X*7 

s Fuckin’ ASS!!! 
n COMPLETE INSANITY FROM CLEVELAND 

w/ 8 PAGE COMIC ILLUS. by DEREK HESS 

n SUPER POWER / POP / PUNK FROM PHILLY 
COOL PRODUCTION & RAD VOCALS buy it 

SCRATCHY A TIMELESS, kinda HUSKER DUie 
^|W|J|C 1(\" or CRIMPSHRINie, 8 SONG: 10" or TAPE -$6.00. 

KKIlllllIf tW If You Dont Like It? I’ll give your Friggin Money Back 

• TEEN IDOLS /KRHISSY* split K, 
•SEASON TO RISK / STARKWEATHER- 7" 

BRAND NEW unreleased stuff, Craziest Silver Vynil ever, DEREK HESS cover! 

ALL7”s - $3.SO .Kept CRAW or SW/STR - $4.50 

Picking A Fucking Fight With Everybody In Your Crappy Zine! 
Fuck You! we’re Super Model Records @ 215-462-5480 

Oh Yeah, buy some Records! 614 S. 8th St. suite 377 Phila. Pa 19147 

f DisVco h y : jmCTQgujT L UM 66 E-J . Bi-1 /V P 5 Per, C H 6k f $A46tL£! ( 

cd /12" picture disc (limited) 
Action Patrol • Braid • Cornelius • Doc Hopper • Eagle Bravo • Four Hundred 

Years • Gus • Hellnation • In/Humanity • J Church • Kerosene 454 • Less 

Than Jake • Men’s Recovery Project • Norman Mayer Group • Oblivion • 

Quadiltacha • Rye Coalition • Sleepytime Trio • The Freshomatics • Unsettled • 

Vanbuilderass • Wesley Willis • (Young) Pioneers • X-Rays • Zoinks! 

pic discs-$10 / cds-S8 / 7"s-$3ppd in US S.A.S.E. for complete catalog 

distributed by lumberjack, rhetoric, blindspot, revolver, ebullition, & many more 

“On Patrol” discography cd 
ibines both 7”s, the weak force Ip, plus a live 

recording of the last show 

moms 
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Not only does heroin culture destroy the politics 
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h 1977: Fm a fifteen year old runaway working the strip clubs in North Beach, San 

Francisco. After work, I go to the Mabuhay Gardens and obliterate myself with punk. 

Fm in the womens bathroom, and it's any night of any week. Ginger Coyote leans 

against the wall nodding. Ricky Sleeper crouches in the bathroom stall—the one with no 

door and no toilet, just a hole in the ground. Hes using someones needle to shoot up. He 

stumbles out and asks me if I have any quaaludes. I give him two because he is so cool. 

Punk was supposedly a leftist thing back then, and it still is. Punk has always 

been the angry voice of working class young people who feel disconnected, 

disenfranchised, and alienated from everything that surrounds them—the 

status quo and the power structure that looms over their every action and every thought. 

But drugs seem to have overpowered the original meaning of the music. Drugs, rather 

than the music itself, have somehow become the ultimate expression of rebellion against 

power, the ultimate expression of our overwhelming unhappiness and anxt. The punk scene has always 

been plagued by heroin use, death, and addiction. How did drugs and punk become synonymous and 

how can we reconcile the leftist origins of punk with the fashion of hard drugs, namely heroin? We 

really can’t. What the punk community needs to understand is that heroin is just another big business, the 

same big business which punk portends to rebunk with its music and message. Punk yells loudly against the 

establishment, yet buying into drugs is buying into capitalism, the backbone of the establishment. 

Punk is like a big spiky hug for young people who feel like outsiders, who feel like everything is 

wrong but can’t quite formulate what the problem is. Punk formulates the problem, puts a face on it, and 

gives people something to spill their anger and alienation into. A big side of punk, besides the political, has 

always been the old romantic fascination with nihilism and death. The idea that there is “no future” has 

become the national anthem of the punk generation. If there is no future and death is the only end to our 

futile struggles, why not just live death and obliterate ourselves with heroin? 

1978: The Mabuhay Gardens is still my retreat, but my everyday reality is doing whatever I need to do to get 

another fix. Sixteen years old, I spend my days walking the streets of the Tenderloin, sometimes fucking 8 or 10 

men in one day to make enough money to feed my habit. Sixteen years old. No prom, just tricks. No first love, 

just the needle. I sell my body day in and day out to buy the commodity that means more to me than even the 

value of my own flesh—heroin. 

Punk has always served as an alternative community where people who don’t feel like they have a 

community can bond and feel like they belong. This alternative community somehow has become a 

great target market for the heroin trade. Heroin is very illusive, especially in the community that is tied 

to punk culture. Heroin seeps into the lives of young people who feel like outsiders and don’t want to 

buy into the system. Heroin is like the bonding glue for the “alternative” community: sharing drugs, 

sharing needles, sharing death, one big happy family. But when the punk community becomes the hero¬ 

in community, it becomes the community of being fucked up. Drugs become the collective experience 

rather than action. 

Most people in the heroin community share one thing in common: they feel like they’ve got a big 

hole inside themselves that they need to fill. There’s a million forces in your life telling you what to do and 

who to be, and you wonder who the fuck you really are. The hole keeps getting bigger. How can you make 

it go away? The capitalists in power have a solution for you: consumer culture. Buy things. Shop ‘til you 

drop. Happiness in a bag! But what happens when the consumers become disconnected from consumer 

culture and fucked up becomes the trend. Young people no longer want to buy the Gap style or the 

When the punk community 



Revlon look? They are not doing the proper 

thing and trying to buy happiness with the 

hottest new products. The answer is simple. 

Market drugs as a cool fashion trend. Market 

being fucked up and make a profit off of it. 

Monopolize on young people’s despair by creat¬ 

ing products and product images that feed into 

their alienation and hopelessness. Create a hero¬ 

in chic.” 

1982: I’m knocking on the door of my brothers 

apartment for four days, but he doesn't answer On 

the fifth day, his friend breaks in through a window 

and finds Kevins body on his mattress. The coroner 

says, “the remains are unviewable. ” They removed 

the body with the needle still in his arm. His com¬ 

plete paycheck, almost $400 was spent on heroin in 

two days. He shot it up until he died. The pawn slip 

for his guitar was on the floor. 

Big business has figured out that there are 

more profits to drug culture than those reaped by 

the dealers. Heroin culture has become a mar¬ 

ketable concept, marketed in fashion, music, nail 

polish, cigarettes, beer. It is no surprise that hero¬ 

in was originally produced commercially by one 

of the biggest capitalist enterprises—the pharma¬ 

ceutical trade. Bayer Company first produced 

heroin in 1898 for commercial consumption. 

Heroin was recognized as being addictive in 

1900, taxed like any other commercial good in 

1914, then made illegal in 1924. So heroin was 

available for mass consumption, just like Tylenol, 

Midol, or Sudafed are today, for a quarter of a 

century. By making it illegal did the government 

really think that the problem would just go away? 

The government loves to report on the “War 

» on Drugs.” But why is the DEA and government 

so interested in heroin trafficking? If you think its 

to help kids in the street, think again. The gov¬ 

ernment is interested in the drug trade for one big 

reason: it is unregulated capital, and they want a 

slice of the pie. Because the drug trade is illegal, 

using drugs is perceived as a rebellious act. People 

fool themselves into believing that by consuming 

drugs they are partaking in activism, in an action 

against the system and the status quo. But the 

drug trade is no different than any other capitalist 

venture. Its sole purpose is to make a profit 

regardless of the people and communities it 

destroys. I was reading over the DEA reports on 

heroin on the Web and was amazed how similar 

the language is to the language used to describe 

any other business. The DEA report is full of such 

terms as: “market share,” “ready supply,” “balance 

due,” “retail level of distribution,” “emerging 

trends,” “domestic market,” “bulk quantities,” 

“stable supplies,” “declining prices,” “consump¬ 

tion rates,” and the list goes on. They might as 

well be reporting on cigarettes or Nikes or canned 

tomatoes. There is no difference in the language 

of interpretation, and there is no difference in 

their interest in the trade. They are interested 

because heroin is Big Business. 

1989:1go to the movies with my new boyfriend to 

see Drugstore Cowboy. During the heroin scenes, 

my arm starts itching uncontrollably. In fact, it's 

itching right now just thinking about it. We leave 

the movie and I say, "Fuck. I cant believe that scene 

totally made me want to shoot dope. I felt nauseous 

just looking at the needle go in his vein. And you 

know what, that nausea felt great. "I mean, I lusted 

for that drug like no shoes I have ever seen in a store. 

It is not just the heroin trade that is benefit¬ 

ing from the emerging trend of heroin culture. 

The music business and the media business are 

hopping onto the profit wagon and sharing the 

harvest. The music industry pushes new bands 

constantly to become overnight “superstars, top 

the charts, and bring in the profits. The pressure 

of this sudden exposure, the demands of touring, 

and the lack of privacy, push musicians towards 

hard drugs as a solution to the endless pressures 

they face. It’s been reported that the music indus¬ 

try has even supplied the drugs to their “rising 

stars” to keep them happy. Why? So they can 

make their profits. So what if their newest super- 

star dies, nothing better for record sales then a 

dead superstar, and, what the hell, you can always 

find another disposable young person right 

around the corner. 

Not everyone wants to make money selling 

drugs; that’s too dangerous. Why not make prof¬ 

its legally by marketing drug culture? In media, 

fashion, music, getting high is in. Getting dead is 

really in. Alternative culture is being consumed 

like Hostess Cupcakes, and the cream in the nod¬ 

dle is a warm fix of Black Tar. The road to cool is 

showing the status quo how fucked up you can 

really look and act, to prove how outside the sys¬ 

tem you really are. Put on your Urban Decay nail 

polish, wear your over-sized Calvin Klein jeans, 

turn on your alternative CD, and load up your 

veins with some warm soothing Redrum fresh 

from the street. What people don’t understand is 

that this “alternative” culture that is seemingly 

anti-capitalist is entirely driven by capital. Drugs 

have always been pretty much synonymous with 

the music industry, so why all the hype now? 

Because hyping drugs sells records, sells newspa¬ 

pers, and makes profits for the entertainment, 

media, and fashion industry. 

1994: I'm working in the entertainment industry, 

and I get an e-mail saying they just found Kurt 

Cobain’s body. He blew his brains out with a shot¬ 

gun. I keep working, but feel really weird. For days, 

everything is Kurt Cobain. When I turn on the 

radio, the TV, pick up a newspaper:, it's Kurt 

Cobain, heroin, suicide, music, etc. My psyche is 

completely saturated with the media hype over Kurt's 

death. After about a week, I get really drunk, turn 

the lights out in my house, and listen to Nirvana 

albums over and over. It's not like I'm a big 

Nirvana fan, but all this media coverage of heroin 

and suicide has bled into my every thought and 

exhumed all my dead heroin experiences. Kurt 

Cobain's death takes over my life. I don't go to work. 

I don't call anyone. I don't talk to anyone. I just sit 

in the dark and think about drugs and death. 

The romance with heroin and nihilism in 

the 90’s has been taken over by big business and 

the media, parcelled out and sold as a package 

deal. Heroin becomes something to strive for. 

Young people want to achieve that “alternative” 

status, they want to emulate the mythological fig¬ 

ures of the culture they consume: Kurt Cobain, 

Scott Weiland, etc. People consume heroin 

because it is “the next new thing.” Take the 

movie Trainspotting, a nice piece of pop culture 

neatly wrapped in a tidy package including a 

becomes the heroin community, it becomes the community of being fucked up. Drugs become the collective experience rother than action. 
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If punk culture is really going to be political ond fill a political ond social need, then heroin and other hard drugs need to be erased from the community. 

way-hip looking cast, righteous soundtrack, lots of 

humor, and loads of heroin. How many CDs and 

videos you think this movie sold? Who do you 

think made the profits? Yes indeed, heroin paves 

the road to coolness. 

Big business will do anything to push a new 

trend. It’s just one big marketing strategy. If 

drugs are having that much of a hold on a com¬ 

munity, then the capitalists want a share of the 

profits. So they develop products and an image 

that attract that market. If you are going to live 

that lifestyle, then dammit you need the fashions 

to go with it. Much of the new heroin fad is 

linked to 70s retro fads, the romance with 70s 

punk culture and glam, which were, of course, 

saturated with heroin problems. What people 

forget is that a lot of the people we think about 

from 70s punk culture are dead—Sid Vicious, 

Darby Crash, GG Allin, Will Shatter, even Ricky 

Sleeper. Using heroin is not just a retro video 

flashback. It is real. It costs real money, and it 

has real consequences. 

Because this retro fad draws on the history of 

punk and the history of heroin, people who con¬ 

sume it tend to think they are smart and ironic, 

that they are partaking in a “post-heroin, post¬ 

punk” thing, a cool self reflective retro drug fad. 

But ultimately that kind of thinking is just a bad 

joke on the person using the drugs. Somehow we 

feel we are better and smarter than the originals 

because we are self-conscious about our consumer 

choices and are able to reflect ironically on our sit¬ 

uation. But it is important to remember that con¬ 

suming drugs ultimately begins with a business 

transaction. Street drugs are just another commod¬ 

ity that goes in style for the profits of someone you 

will never see. When you buy a new pair of shoes, 

you never see who really makes the money or who 

made the shoes. You’re just buying a fashion. There 

is little difference between that and buying drugs, 

except drugs kill you and shoes don’t. 

1997: Its April 1st and I just found out my good 

friend Leslie died of YUDS. Last time I saw her was 

about eight years ago. She told me, “Guess what Kim? 

I did the coolest thing last night. I shot heroin. ”I told 

her she was fucking stupid. My fiend Sara told me 

that about a year before she died Leslies catch phrase 

was, "Im so cool. Iam the coolest. ” I asked Sara how 

Leslie got AIDS. From a dirty needle. Leslie was shoot¬ 

ing dope and prostituting herself, and Leslie is dead. 

How did drugs and punk become synony¬ 

mous? It’s that great romantic illusion that feeds 

the “elegantly wasted” mystique: To make mean¬ 

ingful art, whether painting, poetry or music, 

you need to tap into the darker side, get to the 

underbelly, rebel against the status quo, and show 

how fucked up things are. The myth of the 

fucked up artist is always a comforting one. 

Drugs have become the “tool” that people use to 

get to that underside, their “ticket” to the under¬ 

ground. But how can you show how fucked up 

things are when you yourself are completely 

fucked up? Drugs infect the art community with 

their illusion of rebellious action and soothing 

comfort. Making art, making music can be a 

scary thing. The pressure of producing, of 

putting yourself on the line in front of the gawk¬ 

ing crowd can be frightening and intimidating, 

can fill you with self doubt. Drugs seem to make 

that all better. I’ve always equated punk culture 

with French nihilist Existentialist culture, that 

whole kind of life-as-death romance. But very 

few people have been able to be that fucked up 

and still really create a long lasting political state¬ 

ment and motivate people into meaningful 

action in their art. 

I find myself in drug conversations pretty reg¬ 

ularly, usually at parties. It’s a bonding thing, 

everyone reminiscing about their great drug experi¬ 

ences. (But how great were they really?) It’s like a 

bunch of posturing. Everyone pulls out their drug 

anecdote to show how cool they really are. It’s not 

like, “Oh man I’ve got the bitchenest car.” 

Instead, it’s like, “Yeah, I shot heroin before. I 

puked all night, then sold my guitar to buy some 

more. I am so cool.” People adopt “heroin culture” 

in an attempt to escape the pressures of capitalism 

and the status quo and enter the world of cool, but 

instead they are embracing another side of capital¬ 

ism. After all, what is the driving force behind 

drugs the exchange of money. I got news: you are 

not getting high unless you got the cash to buy the 

goods. One community leader from Santa Cruz, 

CA actually describes the neighborhood where 

most heroin sales occur as “The Store where the 

employees commute in shifts. They entice kids 

with money and samples of their products.” Street 

drugs are no different than any other trend. They 

go in and out of style, saturating the market, reap¬ 

ing the profits, then leaving the community when 

the money runs out. 

1997: My fiend Sam is detoxing fiom heroin. He's 

been fighting a habit for ten years now. He did it to 

be cool; he did it because he thought that doing drugs 

punk scene in New York was really accomplishing a , 

creative act. He hasn't produced a piece of art in 

years, but he's real cool as he lays on the sofa, vomit¬ 

ing, drowning in his own sweat, his skin carpeted in 

scabs. Why don't they show that side in their Calvin 

Klein ads. That side just isn't quite attractive enough ; 

it doesn't sell products. It's best just to show that sur¬ 

face look—that glamorous heroin chic. 

If punk culture is really going to be political 

and fill a political and social need, then heroin and 

other hard drugs need to be erased from the com¬ 

munity. Not only does heroin culture destroy the 

politics of punk, it destroys the people. It’s no dif¬ 

ferent than crack in the black community. How 

can a community rise and take action if it is killing 

itself and cutting off its own legs. I have been off 

of hard drugs for eight years, and what I have 

found by being sober is that my best actions—my 

most powerful and meaningful actions, my ability 

to move and shake the status quo—have been 

when I am sober. I can think clearly, and I can say 

what I have to say and do what I want to do 

unpolluted by hard drugs and the capitalist moth¬ 

erfuckers who market them. Who is making the 

profits off of the heroin that is for sale? Big busi¬ 

ness is: from the fashion trade to the music indus- 

try, the DEA to the mob. They’re all getting a big 

slice of the pie while the junkie gives everything 

she has, including her life for their product. Like 

any other big business, trickle-down economics 

effect the heroin trade. Those on the bottom can 

only support their habit; supporting their habit 

becomes their entire life. They sell everything, 

including themselves for the product they con¬ 

sume. The junkie is the ultimate real-life, living, 

breathing—and dying—allegory for capitalism. ® 
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My life with heroin I My life witl 

bleep 

On October 28, 1996 I woke up. I don’t remember waking 

up, I only know what everyone else told me. I was in 

Harborview Medical Center in Seattle. I can’t remember the 

events that led up to this day. But I know what I did. 

• • • 

I’ve been doing drugs in one form or another—alcohol, pot, cocaine, 

speed, crack and pills—since I was 14, I’m 28 now. I was never big on heroin. 

I was afraid of ending up like all of the junkie musicians that litter this city I 

was definitely afraid of having to use needles—pretty amazing considering all 

of the tattoos I have. 

My friend “Cheezus” and I had gone out to a show and went back to his 

place. He said he had some heroin and asked if I want to do any (I had told 

him earlier that I had done it before, I was lying). I said sure. 

It started out fine, just snorting it on the weekends. Instead of drawing 

the liquid up out of the spoon into a needle, you draw it up into a glass eye¬ 

dropper and then snort it. It tastes like shit, but it gets you high. It sort of 

sucked for me though—I have bad sinuses and it hurt to do it Sometimes. 

A few months into using heroin, I read that big article in Rolling Stone 

about heroin and Seattle. The article mentioned that you could buy needles at 

Fred Meyer on Broadway I mentioned this to Cheezus, and he told me to go 

get some. It was that easy Snorting wasn’t getting us as high anymore, so we 

started shooting dope. Now a quarter could last about me about 3 or 4 days 

and I stayed high longer. 

I had to have Cheezus shoot me up because he was the experienced one. 

He had to do it in the back of my hands at first. They would get bruised and 

swollen from being used so much to stick the needle into veins that were too 

small. I didn’t care, usually 

• • • 

Someone from one of the bands on the Lolapalooza tour gave me a cou¬ 

ple of backstage passes. It was a long drive away, so we had to get up early We 

searched for heroin the night before but couldn’t find any We did find coke 

which, even though coke only made us edgy, was better than having nothing. 

(The best was when we could get both coke and heroin and mix them—I 

loved speedballs. It felt amazing.) We ended up using a lot of it that night 

because it was too hard to save it until the next morning. When we did wake 

up, we shot up the rest of it just to get moving. 

We stopped off for some beer and drove a couple of hours to the show. 

This was on July 30th and it was fucking hot. I spent a lot of the time with 

bad stomach cramps. Heroin gives you bad constipation, especially during 

withdrawals. I saw someone I knew during the Melvins set and bought some 

acid from him. We got really high and left just as Soundgarden was starting. I 

made Cheezus drive home. It was a scary drive back. 

I began to notice that a quarter would only 

last a day, a day and a half at the most and if I did¬ 

n’t have any, I’d get really sick for a few days. 

Cheezus was in the same boat. One time I went 

without heroin for almost a week. I didn’t get that 

sick, so I figured everything was cool. It was time 

to find some cash and score some smack. I got a 

quarter and was so excited about it that I did the 

whole thing within a couple of hours. That’s when 

I learned how people overdose. 

My ears were ringing and I felt like I had to 

throw up really bad but all I could do was dry 

heave. Cheezus had already gone home. I was by 

myself and really scared. I knelt in front of the toilet 

and tried to throw up. The next thing I knew, it was 

like 3 hours later. I just nodded off in there—good 

thing my roommate didn’t get up to use the bath¬ 

room! I went to bed and slept on my stomach—in 

case I passed out and threw up in my sleep. 

I made it through that night and eventually 

graduated to doing up to $30 worth in one night 

but I could stretch it out to two nights if I had to. 

By then Cheezus had found veins in the crook of 

my arm to shoot me up in. it was way easier for him 

to hit me, though I still couldn’t do it myself yet. 

I finally did hit myself once. I was at home 

alone and was out of dope, I called Cheezus and he 

said he was out too and it was too late to get any 

more. Our dealer always stopped answering his 

pager by 8 or 9 at night. Out of desperation, I 

gathered up all of my used cottons (about sixteen) 

and soaked them in water and was able to get 

enough diluted heroin out of it to hit myself in the 

back of my hand. I don’t know why, but it scared 

me that I could do that. But at least I didn’t feel 

sick anymore. I didn’t feel high, but I didn’t feel 

sick either. 

Cheezus and I spent most of the day sleeping 

and most of the night trying to score, getting 

high/drunk and going to bars and generally not 

getting anything done at all, except minimal band 

stuff and minimal work—barely enough to get by. 

By this time I was doing some at-home production 

work for a local independent printer who was com- 
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When we got back, he said I had to learn how to shoot myself 

pletely unreliable but it was under the table, so I 

couldn’t do anything about it. I didn’t have money 

for food but somehow I could always find enough 

money for smack. 

• • • 

During all of this I was in my band, Not My 

Son. As far as the band went, we have always had 

drummer problems, we’ve been through four. It’s a 

pain in the ass having to teach the songs over and 

over again, but we will not just give the whole thing 

up. I like our band. The last drummer, Eric, bailed 

out without giving much warning. This is the same 

guy who went around telling everyone that I had 

died of a heroin overdose. I’m glad he quit now. 

I want to make it clear that none of the band 

stuff made me use drugs, I take full responsibility 

for that. I had to deal with my depression and stress 

and drugs were the best way I knew at the time 

When Not My Son played in Spokane, I 

brought a filled syringe with me. After the show, I 

got one of the guys from the other band to go into 

the women’s restroom with me and shoot me up. 

He did it and the ride back to Seattle was better 

than it would have been. 

• • • 

Once, while I was at Cheezus’ house, he hit 

me and I went downstairs to sit on the couch while 

he hit himself. I guess he was talking to me from in 

the bathroom and when I didn’t answer, he came 

running downstairs and grabbed me and started 

yelling at me because he couldn’t tell if I was 

breathing. We walked around on Broadway, stop¬ 

ping occasionally so I could throw up. When we 

got back, he said I had to learn how to shoot myself 

up because he didn’t want to be the one to kill me. 

It became very clear to me that it was time to 

quit using drugs, especially heroin. I was broke and 

had to find a job. I counted the time that had gone 

by and realized that 6 months had passed and I 

had accomplished nothing. So I quit and was very 

sick for about 3 days. 

After quitting, I could hardly sleep at all and I 

really missed shooting up. I was very emotional and 

would just start crying for no reason. I think this 

was because I started using heroin just to get high 

and it progressed into me just using it to numb my 

emotions. Without the heroin, my emotions came 

flooding back and it was a big shock to my mind. 

I knew I wasn’t quitting for good, but I 

hoped that the next time I started using, I’d have 

figured out a way to keep a handle on things. 

I didn’t. I started using again the following 

week. 

I ended up getting a housekeeping job. 

Sometimes, if the houses I had to clean were close to 

Cheezus’ house, I’d spend the night, shoot up in the 

morning and go to work. Once, I was cleaning the 

downstairs bathroom and throwing up while the 

client was upstairs getting ready for work. She asked 

if I was alright and I told her that I must’ve ate 

something spoiled for breakfast. She believed me. 

My payday was every Friday. I’d cash my 

check and head over to wake Cheezus up (he was 

on unemployment by now) so we could call the 

dealer and go score. It didn’t matter if it was the 

weekend, we’d get the cash somehow. I ended up 

selling most of my cd’s and a lot of my books—I 

didn’t care anymore. 

Some people would ask me why didn’t I just 

quit. Those were the people who had never shot up 

heroin so they just didn’t understand. 

This went on until October ‘96 

• • • 

I don’t remember the days leading up to when 

I woke up in the hospital. Apparently, I went to The 

Storeroom with Cheezus and he took me home. We 

ate some cereal and then he left for his place. I went 

to my room to shoot up and go to bed. 

Three days later, my mother called Cheezus’ 

house looking for me. She was worried about me, 

since I hadn’t called her for a long time. He told 

her he hadn’t seen me for a few days, so he called 

my house to see what was up with me. My room¬ 

mate thought I was sleeping. Cheezus told him to 

look in and check on me. He found me lying in a 

pool of my own vomit. I had been in a coma for 

three days. 

I woke up 8 days later. 

Imagine waking up and not knowing what 

day it was or where you were or what happened to 

you. To make it worse, I couldn’t really speak yet 

because the ventilator dried out my vocal chords, 

and for some reason I couldn’t move the left side of 

my body. I was terrified. 

My Mom was there and she told me that 

Cheezus had been coming in a lot while I was in 

the intensive care unit. People kept wanting to talk 

to me but it was hard for me to talk and I was way 

too tired too spend any energy on trying. It was 

frustrating to have all these hospital people asking 

me if I remembered what happened, when I had 

no idea! 

The mystery about the left side of my body 

not working right was explained to me a few days 

later. It turns out that I contracted a virus called 

Acute Disseminating Encephalomyelitis (ADEM). 

Basically this means that I have lesions on my white 

matter that block the neurons from sending signals 

to the nerves on the left side of my body. My drug 

use was ruled out as the cause, but it may have trig¬ 

gered the coma. This condition I have is rare and 

nobody knows how I got it—I may have had it all 

along. When I was told about what I have, I freaked 

out because I realized that I probably wouldn’t be 

able to walk or play bass or sing ever again. ADEM 

is a part of me now, it’ll never go away. 

• • • 

Eventually I got moved to the intermediate 

care unit. I laid around and watched TV all night, 

but it didn’t numb me the way heroin did. I didn’t 

appreciate going to the bathroom in my bed and 

having to wait for someone to come clean up after 

me. I had a feeding tube jammed through one of 

my nostrils that went down my throat and into my 

stomach because I wasn’t able to chew regular food 

yet. It was annoying, so I pulled it out one night. 

The nurse saw what I did and stuck it right back 

it. She put my right wrist in a restraint because 

that’s the one I could actually use—I guess she did¬ 

n’t want me to fuck up anything else. 

It was decided that I should undergo a new 

treatment called a plasma phoesis. They weren’t 

sure what else to do besides leave me in a semi-veg¬ 

etable state. The treatment was awful. An IV line 

was sutured into my groin area, it was painful. 

Some donor blood was run through a centrifuge to 

separate out the plasma/platelets which were put 

into my body through the IV line. 

I had to undergo this treatment five times. 

I’m not sure how long they waited in between 

treatments because I was very worn out after each 

one—my body had to adjust to having basically a 

new immune system. My temperature would get 

pretty high and I’d start sweating even though no 

one else around me felt warm. 

• • • 

By the last treatment, I had been moved to a 

floor where the food was really horrible. I would 

rather have been fed through my nose like I had 



up because he didn't want to be the one to kill me. 

been before! My favorite was a neat dish I like to taught how to shower (sitting down), get dressed, Once I was supposed to go somewhere 

call “chicken gruel.” My Mom, still pissing me off 

at this point, kept telling me that if I didn’t eat 

more, they’d put the feeding tube back in, but I 

knew she was full of it. 

The first night I was on the new floor, one 

of the other two women staying in my room 

started freaking out about something. She was 

pretty small and the nurse guy couldn’t keep her 

under control, so security was called. I pretty 

much never slept at night when she was staying 

in that room—she yelled in her sleep and was 

kept in restraints so she wouldn’t get up out of 

bed by herself. I stayed on that floor until they 

could figure out where I would be sent. 

Everything was a waiting game. 

One of the residents from the rehab floor 

came to evaluate me to decide if they could take 

me. He asked me a bunch of questions about my 

drug use and how I used heroin. I told him I 

injected it. He asked me if I was worried about 

wanting to use again and if I did, did I want 

them to put me on methadone. Everyone I know 

that is or has been on methadone has had prob¬ 

lems getting off of it, and any withdrawals I had 

went on while I was comatose, so I declined. 

• • • 

I guess I passed the test because a bed in 

the rehab unit opened up and I finally got 

moved to where I needed to be. The timing 

couldn’t have been better—if I wasn’t already 

brain dead, I would’ve been soon if I hadn’t been 

moved to a place where I’d get the chance to do 

something. 

When I first got down there, I just couldn’t 

do anything. I had to use some fucked up wheel¬ 

chair and my one good arm to get myself 

around. I hated it. I felt like a prisoner. I still 

wanted to die and was mad at myself for not fin¬ 

ishing myself off the last time I shot up. I want¬ 

ed to be left alone. 

For breakfast, I’d get some food I didn’t 

want to eat, or if I did, it’d be cold by the time 

someone could come help me eat. I felt like a 

baby because I couldn’t do the things I used to 

be able, to do by myself. It’s humiliating when 

you’re 27 years old and can’t feed yourself or 

wipe your own ass. 

I had to learn how to do everything all over 

again. I could barely feed myself. I had to be 

use a wheelchair. I was frustrated and on the verge 

of tears most of the time. I was used to having 

drugs as a security blanket and suddenly it was 

ripped off of me and all of the emotions I was 

avoiding came back to smother me. I hate being 

emotional, I hate doing it in front of people at all 

let alone people who don’t even know me. 

Twice a day I got an injection in my stom¬ 

ach to prevent blood clots. This lasted until I 

was walking on my own regularly. I remember 

the first time I was able to walk again. I had to 

use a walker but it was so awesome. People don’t 

realize how lucky they are if they’re able to walk. 

• • • 

By now, Cheezus was back from tour and 

would come to visit me. He was still using heroin, 

but was trying to quit by tapering off his habit. It 

didn’t work well—never worked for me either. 

Once, he came to see me and he was really 

dope sick. He was puking in the garbage can 

right next to my bed. It didn’t bother me because 

he has seen me throw up so many times before. 

Mostly I was just worried about him. 

• • • 

Sometimes I still wanted to go to sleep and 

never wake up again—which was what I wanted 

in the first place, at least I thought I did at the 

time. Other times I felt like I was too strong to 

let this thing beat me. 

The whole time I was in the hospital every¬ 

one kept freaking out over my tattoos and the 

people who came to visit me. I got lectures from 

everyone about my drug use. Like I was not 

going to use drugs because they didn’t think I 

should—I was doing this for me. 

• • • 

On December 13th I got discharged from 

the hospital. I let them keep the wheelchair, I 

didn’t need it anymore. I had to go live with my 

Mom for a couple of months. It was awful at 

first because I could barely do anything. 

I had a home care worker that came twice a 

week for 4 hours a day. She couldn’t speak much 

English, but she did help out a lot with cleaning 

and folding laundry. I also needed her to stand 

by when I took a shower. My legs were too weak 

and my meds made me too dizzy in the morning 

and even though I had a shower chair to sit on, I 

still needed some help. 

with my Mom and I was trying to put my bra 

on which at that point was impossible for me to 

do. I told her not to be surprised if I took a 

hammer and smashed my left hand, since it did¬ 

n’t work anyway. 

Things like that would bug the shit out of 

me. Dealing with the state for income and hav¬ 

ing to go back to the hospital for outpatient 

treatment 3 times a week was hard on me some¬ 

times. Going to physical therapy at least showed 

the progress I was making. 

• • • 

Now, I’m able to walk again without help. I 

have my own place and will probably go back to 

school this fall.. Not My Son still exists and will 

start up again when my left arm gets strong 

enough for me to play bass again. I haven’t had a 

drink or used any drugs since October 18, 1996. 

Sometimes I still want to. 

After two trips to detox, and one trip to a 

treatment center, Cheezus is clean now also. 

Were still really good friends. We went through 

hell together. , 

I’ve let a lot of people down. I’ve screwed a 

lot of people over—but some deserved it. 

Everyone takes so much for granted. Most 

of what used to bother me seems meaningless. 

I’m recovering from my physical and chem¬ 

ical addiction now. I’ve accepted the fact that I’ll 

always be a drug addict. I think it sucks big 

time. At this point I don’t see myself in a serious 

relationship due to the fact that I’ve never done 

that without being on something. I’ve been high 

or drunk every time I’ve had sex with some guy 

and I don’t even remember some of their names, 

especially if I was on tour. That’s how insane I 

was. It’s scary to me. 

Things are so different to me now. I have 

to feel all these emotions and deal with them the 

best that I can. I’m finding out that I never knew 

myself as well as I thought I did. I am starting to 

honestly like myself just a little bit. I have 

learned through all of this that I’m a stronger 

woman than I ever gave myself credit for. 

My track marks are fading but I can still 

see them because I put them there. ® 
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case, but I have clothes that fit me when I smoke 

and clothes that fit me when I don’t. Most of 

them are black. What this amounts to is a smok- 

* 

A couple of columns ago, I wrote 

about how I was quitting smok¬ 

ing and I got a record number 

of responses from readers. One reader 

from San Francisco e-mailed while I was in 

New York over spring break (fuck Florida, 

know what I mean?) and told me that he was 

just a few days off the smokes; he said that my 

column was helpful. We began e-mailing every 

day. At this point, I’d been smoke-free for about six 

months. Then I had yet another love trauma - 

broke up with a guy I’d been seeing for six months, 

and go ahead and laugh, I was PMS as all get out 

(this is real shit, folks - feel free to argue with me 

about it, I know what I’m talking about). There’s 

something about New York that makes me want 

to smoke, too, I’m not sure what it is. Anyway, 

one night I went out to the deli across the street 

and I was all ready to buy a pack of smokes. 

Instead, I bought one of those religious candles; 

this one had Saint Jude on it, Patron Saint of lost 

causes and tough cases. That would be me. I lit 

that sucker and I burned it for days and then one 

night I was walking down the street and I just 

walked into a store and bought a pack of smokes. 

I had to e-mail my non-smoking pal in SF and 

fess up. As it happened, he had smoked too, for 

similar reasons. The short version is that I’ve 

been smoking on and off ever since. I’m on right 

now, telling myself I can quit anytime, blah blah 

ing and non-smoking section in my closet. Pretty 

ridiculous. 

When I got back to Iowa I got a two page 

letter from a reader who is trying to kick heroin. 

People compare quitting smoking to quitting 

heroin all the time, but they’re usually people who 

have never been an addict. It’s different. It could¬ 

n’t be more different. You can die from heroin 

withdrawal, for one thing. Anyway, I wrote this 

guy back and it got me thinking about addiction. 

There’s so much shit going around in the media 

about drugs right now that really turns my stom¬ 

ach, not to mention the political stuff; possession 

laws and so on. 

When I talk about an addict, I’m not talk¬ 

ing about a person who has a few beers on the 

weekends or smokes a joint every once in a while 

or does a few lines of coke here and there. I’m 

talking about a way of life that revolves around 

drugs. I want to be clear that I have no beef with 

people who use drugs. But I’ve seen a lot of peo¬ 

ple die. I grew up in a home where daily life was 

pretty seriously warped by drugs and alcohol. I 

couldn’t wait to get my hands on the stuff myself, 

and started using when I was around eleven. I 

lived in a college town where you could get just 

about anything, and I did just about everything, 

though alcohol became my true love pretty 

quickly. I liked it because it made me fearless. I 

had all kinds of problems at home and at school. 

School was a living hell for me. I was getting beat 

up because my mother is a lesbian and also just 

because I was a freak, I hated my teachers (they 

were all pretty hateful, even in retrospect). I’d 

had a pretty fucked-up childhood in a lot of 

ways. I’ll spare you the details, but let’s just say 

that people could go to jail if the statute of limi¬ 

tations wasn’t up. I should point out that my 

mother being a lesbian was not a factor in that 

scenario - her girlfriend of 22 years is one of the 

best things that ever happened to me. 

When you’re eleven and your life sucks, as 

I’m sure I don’t have to tell many of you, you 

don’t have a lot of options. You can’t just leave 

town or make a career change. Drugs, ironically, 

kept me from killing myself. Of course I was a 

garbage head and I would take anything. I could 

have done myself in that way. And I was pretty 

close to overdosing many times. Not to mention 

all the fucked up shit I did when I was high. But 

that was just it. I felt like I could do anything. 

So when I was twelve years old and drunk out in 

public and a cop stopped me to ask what the 

fuck I was doing, I laughed in his face, and that 

was the best feeling in the world. 

I only did heroin a couple of times. During 

the height of my drug usage, it was still pretty 

hard to get it in small towns. Consequently, a lot 

of my friends went to the city and some of them 

never came back. But the few times I did it, I 

loved it. Once, I did a line without any idea what 

it was. I walked into the next room and I looked 

at some picture on the wall and I thought to 

myself, “Everything’s cool. Everything is gonna be 

alright.” Needless to say, this was a welcome 

change from my usual state of anxiety. I smoked 

opium another time and had the same reaction. I 

completely understand why people do heroin. It 

makes everything okay. That’s the effect I was 

looking for with alcohol. I smoked weed and I 

tripped a lot in the beginning, until I realized that 

introspection was the last thing I needed. I want¬ 

ed to be numb and fearless. 

I had a lot of fun. I won’t tell you I didn’t. 

But it was really fucked up, too. I remember a lot 

of really awful things...I’ll share a few with you. 

A bunch of us were hanging out at this guy’s 

apartment and there was a guy there...I won’t say 

he was a friend, because he was kind of too 

fucked up to be anybody’s friend, but he was 

someone everybody had known for years. He 

wasn’t more than twenty years old. He was passed 

out on the couch. He pissed himself, and barfed 

on himself. This was pretty typical of him. I left. 

Later on, it got worse, and my friends got sick of 



I completely understand why people do heroin. It makes everything okay. That s the effect 
was looking for with alcohol. I smoked weed and I tripped a lot in the beginning until I 
realized that introspection wos the last thing I needed. I wanted to be numb and tearless. realized that introspection 

watching. They tied him to a chair and they 

carried him down to the sheriff s station, and 

left him on the sidewalk. They thought it was 

funny. If I had been there, I probably would 

have thought it was funny, too. The guy ended 

up in the hospital, almost died of alcohol poi¬ 

soning. People still thought it was funny. 

Another guy I knew, not very well, was drunk 

and tried to jump a train and part of his foot 

got cut off. Another guy I didn’t know at all, he 

was friends with friends of mine, did a bunch 

of downs and passed out outside and died of 

exposure. In the summertime. A friend of mine 

got drunk and jumped off a bridge and died. A 

girl I went to school with, who I used to get 

high with, died in a car wreck, drunk. Ail this 

happened within just a couple of years. I could 

go on and on. You get the picture. This was 

pre-AIDS, too. While we’re on the subject, 

there’s a lot of people who still think of AIDS 

as a gay disease. I have a lot of gay friends. 

Most of them are HIV negative. I’ve seen a lot 

more people get sick behind IV drugs. 

I was 22 when I quit doing drugs alto¬ 

gether. I was really sick physically, and miser¬ 

able in every way. I hurt my back at work and I 

went to the chiropractor because I could hardly 

walk. He took one look at me and said, Do 

you drink?” My liver was distended, my eyes 

were yellow, my vitals weren’t good. This is a 

22-year-old we’re talking about. I said, “No.” 

My life was nowhere, and I felt completely 

washed up. I look at 22-year-olds now and I see 

people who are young and full of possibility. 

But I felt like an old lady who had seen the 

whole world and didn’t like it and wanted out. 

Getting clean was hard, but my life is infinitely 

better. I got through the sanctimonious stage 

many years ago, fortunately, so I wont preach. 

But basically, I never thought I would live this 

long; I really didn’t want to. I had no idea what 

was in store for me. Now I’m so glad I didn’t 

off myself all those times I wanted to, and I m 

glad I didn’t kill myself with drugs. 

Several months I got a few voicemail 

messages from an old dear friend whod been 

shooting a lot of dope the last time I’d seen 

her. She’s a beautiful girl - she looked like hell, 

pale, dark circles, couldn’t look me in the eye. 

The first message said she was living in Tompkins Square Park with her cat and her boyfriend. I was 

in Iowa at the time and there wasn’t much I could do. A week later, I got another message that said 

her boyfriend had OD’d and was dead, and that her cat was killed in front of her by a wandering 

pitbull. The next week, 1 was in New York and I went to the park to look for her. I saw so many 

people who looked like her for a second, until I got close. I didn't find her. In her second message, 

she’d ended saying she loved me, something she had never said before-something I don’t say often, 

either. The upshot is I have no idea whether she’s alive or not. When I ask other mutual friends 

about her, they kind of wave their hands like what’s the point. But I feel like I’d do anything to help 

her if I had the chance. Of course, even if I had the chance, there might not be anything I could do. 

Here in Iowa I get bored and I turn on my ancient black and white TV. There s so much bogus 

“don’t say no” stuff going on in the media these days it makes me sick. It’s a joke, they have no idea 

what they’re talking about. When I started using drugs, it was like an answer to my prayers because I 

felt like I was being eaten alive twenty-four hours a day. It wasn’t fucking peer pressure. Being a kid 

can just suck so hard that being straight is a real-life nightmare. That’s what these “just say no” people 

don’t choose to see. I saw a show where all these uptight upper-class suburbanites were talking about 

doing random drug tests on their kids starting at age 10 and it literally made me want to spew. They’d 

learn a lot more by simply walking a day in their kids’ shoes. These people are only about ten years 

older than me. They don’t fool me for a second. I’d like to put them all under a lie detector test and 

ask them if they ever smoked a joint, drank some wine and got laid by someone theyd never met in a 

VW bus. That generation seems to like to point out how “different” everything is now. 111 concur 

that narcotics might be easier to get outside major cities now, but it’s not like drugs are a new thing. 

And what about alcohol? Read the obits in any newspaper that names the cause of death. Check out 

how many people in their forties and fifties die of diseases of the liver and pancreas. Most of those 

people are drunks. 

One of my all-time favorite lyrics is NIN’s “The devil wants to fuck me in the back of his car.” I 

love that line because I feel like that all the time. There’s nothing political, religious or philosophical 

about the fact that I don’t do drugs. Rather, I feel like the devil most certainly wants to fuck me in the 

back of his car and he’s trailing my ass day and night. I still kind of look like a druggie and people are 

shocked when I won’t have one beer or sit in a car while somebody’s smoking a joint. I hang out with 

all kinds of people, and I don’t really miss getting high. But the reason I know the devil stills want to 

fuck me in the back of his car is that I still can’t even smoke cigarettes moderately. I said to one friend, 

an occasional smoker, “You know how I smoke,” and he said “Yeah. You’re an animal.” That just 

about sums it up. 

Yesterday I finished a draft of a script I’d been working on for several days straight. When I get 

into a writing frenzy like that, I don’t eat, I ignore the phone a lot of the time, and I hardly talk to 

anyone. So anyway, I finished the draft -1 knew it still needed a lot of work, but I felt like it was 

breathing without life support (maybe you know what I mean - if not, I can’t explain it). I decided I 

needed to leave my apartment, but 1 wasn’t quite ready to talk to anybody one-on-one. I wanted 

some non-committal human contact. So I took my cigarettes and my notebook and a few bucks and 

I walked downtown (I’m still in Iowa, mind you). There aren’t many places in this town that are real¬ 

ly good for hanging out. The coffee shops are too clean, too slick, all non-smoking. Had I been in 

New York I would have gone to a diner. I ended up in a bar...a bar where I knew I could sit in a 

booth by myself, chain-smoke, and write in my notebook undisturbed. A bar that’s equally populat¬ 

ed with locals and students, which appeals to my townie sensibilities. This bar also has a CD juke¬ 

box. So I get a coke, I play some songs on the jukebox, and I sit down to scribble. I should mention 

that the script I’ve been working on is all about addiction. I’d been sitting there for a minute when 

my first song came on: “White Light/White Heat”, by the Velvet Underground. I haven’t had a 

drink or a drug in over 11 years, and I’m sitting in a bar in the middle of the afternoon, listening to 

“White Light/White Heat.” Old habits die hard. ® 
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look at my heroin addict friends 

and see self-loathing, abuse by par¬ 

ents, fear of failure, an inability to 

connect. I see ghosts and bogeymen 

kept in closets. I see an alienation that 

defies words and mirrors that reflect only 

warped images. All of them suffer from severe 

dejection. For them, heroin has eased the pain 

of existence while maintaining the downward 

spiral and security of eventual, inglorious death. 

Junk is different from the other southward 

trajectories—crack, alcohol, petty crime— 

because a bad batch can kill instantly. As I urge 

my friends to kick dope and offer what help I 

can, I realize that each dose could be the last. 

Big Rob and I met at some weak gig with 

weak bands at an unsavory nightclub in 

Washington DC. We became close friends nearly 

immediately. We liked the same bands: Youth 

Brigade, Ignition, Minor Threat. We were both 

alienated and unhappy and stuck in the subur¬ 

ban wasteland. He was tall and chunky, not 

handsome, yet not without charm. 

I was on speaking terms with two of the 

5,000 people attending my high school, so I was 

in dire need of a homie. Before we met, Rob 

acknowledged the existence of only one of his 

fellow students: He was doing ninth grade for 

the third time. I was struggling to get a degree in 

vocational arts. 

Rob and I hung out constantly, wreaking teenage havoc. We drove 

around the neighborhood streets chucking eggs at the homes of our enemies. 

We mouthed off at the jocks until they came after us and fought us to a 

bloody draw. We called random phone numbers at four in the morning, 

laughing uncontrollably as we reached confused sleep-roused voices. 

Rob was an incredibly gifted guitarist. I’ve seen hundreds of guitar 

players—I’ve spent three years working as a roadie—and I recall few with 

Robs passion, his innate ability. Hed get a new album and then learn every 

lick on it within hours. 

I think he saw his guitar as a bridge—if he could communicate with 

the world with his songs, maybe theyd forget what a loser he was. He felt 

fat, felt ugly, felt stupid, felt like a hillbilly—he was a working class West 

Virginian transplanted to the burbs of the nations capital. His internal fla¬ 

gellation and exile stopped only when he was chiseling, sculpting, or bull¬ 

dozing soundwaves with his guitar. 

Rob and I started a band and it became our mission. We practiced 

incessantly in Robs basement—Rob on guitar, Bill Barbeque (so named 

cause he once caught himself on fire) on drums, a revolving cast of dudes on 

bass, and me screaming. We were gonna be the big new band in the 

Washington, DC punk scene (and we were gonna have friends). 

Of course we never got out of the basement. Blame those flakey bass 

players. 

I introduced Rob to the underground tattooist who applied my ink. At 

17, Rob had both arms covered wrist to shoulder with the demons that 

plagued him: severed heads on stakes, a faceless zombie, a serial killer 

beheading a victim, and a host of other nightmares. A massive demon rising 

from a mushroom cloud, claws clutching a pair of nuclear missiles, spread its 

wings across his chest, over his heart. 

On his right wrist Rob wore the logo for VOID, the long deceased DC 

band. The band that screeched I m gonna live by my rules!” way back in 

the infant days of the previous decade. The song spoke to us, summed up 

adolescence as much as any song could. I always admired the tattoo: a pair 

of ornate crosses, one inverted, one upright, outlined in black, applied with 

great diligence and skill. 

A year ago that tattoo appeared in my mind. Through the haze that 

marks the intersection of consciousness and sleep the emblem presented 

itself. I snapped a shot of the day he got the tattoo, face aglow, happiness 

palpable. I flashed on how Rob and I used to cruise around in a hundred 

dollar clunker-mobile blasting VOID and the whole pantheon of early 

Dischord legends, being obnoxious, being kids. At that moment I truly real¬ 

ized that I would never again see him. 

He overdosed on heroin and died before reaching his 21st birthday. 

He wasnt the only one killed by H. But he was my first and his demise 

destroyed a part of me, some piece of adolescent innocence I strove to safe¬ 

guard. He killed my ability to view my boyhood friends with that 



indomitable, immortal teenage perspective; we 

won’t all surmount the roadblocks thrown at us, 

we won’t all see each other at some vague place 

in the future and laugh about the shit we pulled. 

Some of us will succumb and collapse as we age; 

will be crossed out or cut out of the picture as 

time passes. 

Certain incidents possess a life-altering res¬ 

onance, penetrate your marrow, become part of 

your cellular make-up and replicate. 

The days before Rob’s death sunk in were 

akin to the day during my fifth circuit around 

the sun when Mom crashed the car in the park¬ 

ing lot of some burger joint. Prior to that inci¬ 

dent I just thought cars drove themselves; that 

accidents were impossible. Prior to Rob’s lethal 

injection I just assumed that lives piloted them¬ 

selves, that we would all get from 16 to 76. Or I 

figured that if any of my comrades were cast 

from this world, bereavement would be a made 

for TV movie—intense, melodramatic, fleeting. 

Maybe I just couldn’t—didn’t—look past the 

next day in the school/work factory, the next 

show, the next respite from routine. 

I’d known of his junky-dom for a long 

time. The “Big” that had been his unofficial first 

name was dropped as he dropped dozens of 

pounds and began looking like a death camp 

victim. Rob always felt undesirable. Maybe in 

the throes of death he found a body he could 

live with. 

We’d drifted apart. Unhappiness was a con¬ 

tinuum between us, running from my occasional 

bouts of depression to Rob’s more pervasive, 

more entrenched melancholia. I didn’t have the 

strength to weather that darkness, and was 

scared his perpetual misery would infect me. 

The outcast status that drew us together tore us 

apart when Rob could find only nihilistic 

responses to alienation. 

I found outlets for my rage and he found 

heroin. 

Despair is territory well-charted. I’ve been 

through this terrain, but I don’t know what I 

could’ve done for my dead friend Rob and those 

who followed him, or how I can help my dam¬ 

aged homies. I don’t know what assistance I can 

offer. I present them with the hope I’ve embraced 

and I remind myself that I, like them, have many 

days eaten by depression. I have an inkling of 

how hard it is for the utterly despondent to find 

possibility, a reason not to die slowly. 

And I think junk is just a way to fend off 

death by despair with a dark comfort, soul-cide, 

the potential for instant exit. 

I wish I could’ve been the opiate that 

obliviated the agony that coursed through Rob, 

through all of them. Sometimes I feel I’ve failed 

them, I have nightmares where their corpses 

accuse me of letting them wither and die. Some 

days I think that nothing could have helped 

them. Some days I think I will add names to 

my book of the dead. ® 

Rob wasn't the only one killed by H. But he was my first and his 
demise destroyed a part of me, some piece of adolescent 

strove to safeguard. innocence 
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COPS AND ROBBERS 
History Repeats Itself 

as Alternative Tentacles Finds Itself in Court Again 

Making Punk A Threat Again 

These are the depouticized nineties, or so we are told. We are now living in a 

post-ideological world where the Left has receded into the trash masher of 

history, and the free market has triumphed over liberalism. All counter-cultures 

have been emptied of their ability to foster resistance, and those political 

conflicts we still bear witness to are subsumed by the media within the 

framework of what academics are fond of calling ‘culture wars,’ supposedly 

unimportant battles over largely symbolic issues, waged between religions 

and minorities over their representation in the classroom, the media and 

the legal system. 

Underneath this smokescreen however, the establishment still finds 

itself battling its opponents in its perpetual contestation with everyone for 

power. The authorities continue to fight the same battles against sexual and 

ethnic minorities and cultural radicals for ill-defined reasons that have to do 

with obscenity, decency and the maintenance of public order. The real 

meaning of such wars appears to be submerged because the conservative 

ideology which disguises them wants the meaning of such conflicts to 

remain hidden in order to prevent us from taking sides. Such is the case 

with the current legal standoff between Alternative Tentacles Records and 

the Philadelphia Fraternal Order of Police, the union which represents the 

infamous, user friendly labor force otherwise known as the Philadelphia 

Police Department over the back cover of a five year old Crucifucks compi¬ 

lation featuring a picture of a dead cop. 

By Joel Schalit 



On the surface, the dispute between Alternative Tentacles and the 

Fraternal order of Police appears to be just another installment in the end¬ 

less series of clashes between record companies and the establishment 

such as the recent conflict between Time Warner, C. Dolores Tucker and 

William Bennett over Interscope Records’ promotion of gangsta rap 

reminds us. But this time there’s a lot more to it than meets the eye. 

This is the first serious legal dispute between a record company and 

political authority since punk allegedly went mainstream in the early 

nineties, first with Nirvana and then with rise of Rancid, Green Day and 

then the Offspring. After all the ridiculous debates over genre purification 

between Maximum Rock and Roll and its opponents over grunge these 

last few years, this is a hell of a lot more significant. Here’s why: 

What distinguished the so-called grunge movement, and its pop 

punk predecessors was the fact that it was apolitical. The way it was 

handled by the media was as though it were fashion trend, rather than a 

ill-defined political movement. If the new generation of grungeoisie had 

any politics, it was restricted to debates over the fairness of ticket pric¬ 

ing, and if not that, well then there wasn’t much to its politics except a 

System, System 

It’s a very rare experience for any political rock band to have the unfortu¬ 

nate experience of having their criticisms of society legitimated by an 

establishment that sees a band as a threat, and then decides to go 

after it. After all, many groups have a lot of important political messages 

that they place in their songs and their lyrics, but very little of it actually 

gets heard. If a band ever gets any explicit acknowledgement for being 

political, it usually comes at a heavy price, when the authorities decide 

that they have been slighted and decide to press charges. 

Otherwise, rock politics usually remain submerged in a record until 

some over-educated rock critic decides to decipher the hidden meaning 

of a band’s lyrics, unless a Christian watch dog group decides to decode 

the messages first in order to honor their need to construct popular scape¬ 

goats like Marilyn Manson, Judas Priest and Ozzy Osbourne. 

Unfortunately in each and every instance popular morality identifies a 

political enemy amongst the rock and roll electorate, there is usually 

very little political content to an artist’s work which could be deemed 

revolutionary, let alone political. If a band seems political, it’s only 

THE BASIS FOR THE CHARGES AGAINST THE 
new generation of self-involved, drug addicted artists who on occasion 

killed themselves, but for the most part remained interesting because of 

what the media made out of their depressing personal lives. With the 

rise of the Crucifucks’ saga to media prominence, we are once again 

reminded that real politics is inseparable from rock and roll, because of 

the nature of their conflict with the police, and its historical significance 

in light of punk’s supposed depoliticization. 

At its best, we can look at this case as providing us with a model 

for how it seems the establishment creates threats to its own legitimacy 

out of nowhere. And we can observe how the punk counter-culture can 

get implicated in a much wider political drama that has everything to do 

with race, and nothing to do with rock and roll. Most importantly, we can 

also get a sense about what it is that punk’s detractors find threatening 

about it in order for us to think about the content of punk politics, how it 

is we come to select certain targets, and why we ought to consider expand¬ 

ing our horizons rather than simply follow the time honored tradition of 

hating authority in the manner in which we’ve grown accustomed. 

because the establishment politicizes their work because they find it advo¬ 

cates some kind of illegitimate transgression of undefinable norms of con¬ 

duct which we need to keep teenagers in line. 

The unfortunate consequence of most witch hunts amongst rock 

and rollers is that when the establishment scapegoats bands, they cre¬ 

ate an impression that certain forms of rebellion are more threatening to 

the status quo than they really are. This serves the interests of everyone 

involved. The bands end up making more money on record sales than 

they would have made otherwise because they all of the sudden assume 

the role of absent, leftist politicians missing from America’s overwhelm¬ 

ingly right wing political landscape. And the authorities get to define 

what constitutes real rebellion for what most Americans perceive the left to 

be these days: rock and roll bands. 

Subsequently, Americans come to view entertainment as a form of rad¬ 

ical politics from which they can derive important information to construct sup¬ 

posedly alternative forms of anticapitalist politics. And the right gets to define 

the parameters of political dissent for them by constructing taboos and 
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norms of artistic conduct which we confuse with radical politics, like Maximum 

Rock and Roll does. This creates a vicious cycle which is an ideal authoritarian 

scenario in which politics operates beneath the surface of all debates about 

culture, art and freedom of expression, when nothing is really going on, except 

perhaps the redefinition of the appeal of worn out commodities and the com¬ 

munities which form to consume them, like the cult surrounding MRR. 

However, every once in a while the establishment decides to go after 

a representative of the counter culture whose work has some kind of 

legitimate political content which extends beyond the realm of cultural 

vanguardism. When the authorities select such targets, they usually do so 

without recognizing the implications of their actions. They assume, however 

unconsciously, that they are fulfilling the usual narrative of identifying 

cultural radicals for the purpose of upholding traditional conceptions of 

political dissent which serve the establishment’s own interests. What is so 

interesting about such events is how much they tend to illuminate the 

hypocrisy in the judicial system and its law enforcement auxiliaries, as 

much as they tend to elevate real cultural radicals to the place in American 

political history which their work ultimately deserves. 

CRUCIFUCKS, AND Tl 
First As Tragedy, Now As Farce 

In recent historical memory there have been several such moments. 

Beginning with the seminal Frankenchrist case, cultural and judicial conser¬ 

vatives have shown a remarkably stupid tendency to select certain counter- 

cultural icons as targets who’s work was so explicitly politicized already that 

they resisted the kind of neutralization which cultural scapegoating almost 

always aspires to achieve. Unlike current controversies surrounding 

Marilyn Manson’s rejection of Christian family values, the case involving the 

Dead Kennedys’ second to last record was an obvious attempt to curtail 

the First Amendment rights of the most politically radical punk group in 

America at the time. The excuse given for prosecuting the band centered 

around a San Fernando Valley woman’s 1986 letter to the State Attorney 

of California, complaining about the sexually explicit content of a poster 

enclosed in the DK’s Frankenchrist record which her eleven year old 

daughter received as a birthday present. The letter was then forwarded to 

the LA District Attorney’s office, and the band, its label Alternative 

Tentacles and its distributors and pressing plant were charged with distributing 

pornography to minors. 

The poster in question, “’’Penis Landscape,” by the infamous Swiss 

science fiction artist HR Geiger, depicts a series of infected buttocks covered 

in a shit brown slime similar to the dhiarretic venom spewed forth by the 

phallic creature in the HR Geiger-designed set of the 1979 film Aliens. The 

derrieres in question are linked horizontally in rows by stiff penises stuck in 

moist vaginas. This heart-warming foreground is predicated by a blue border 

with white stars and the album title Frankenchrist, in red and white stripes 

written across the top of the apocalyptic depiction of the violent sexual 

energy subsumed within American nationalism. Unable to summarize or 

explain why this imagery was so threatening to adolescent morality, the 

best the prosecuting attorneys could do in justifying suing the DKs and 

their associates was to argue that “Penis Landscape” corrupted children’s 

morals instead of being a representation of American culture as embodying 

a macho, warlike sexuality which rapes its citizenry. 

Of course this was the underlying reason why the LA DA’s office 

decided to go after the DKs. But it’s very rare that guardians of morality 

of any official culture can ever articulate why it is that they find certain 

forms of art threatening. Besides, it wouldn’t serve their purposes. 

E CONTINUED BLAME 
Explaining why the authorities think a particular cultural artifact Is subver¬ 

sive would be to popularize its message instead of keeping it hidden the 

way banal and incorrect charges like “peddling pornography” does. 

Nevertheless, a work of art retains its meaning even if people who feel 

the need to ban it can’t put into words why they regard something as 

harmless as album art potentially disruptive, and that is why they always 

try to suppress it. The fact that the DKs were also the most strident critics 

of eighties conservatism in the culture industry at the time also had 

something to do with the willingness of the California political establish¬ 

ment to take on such a tenuous case. They couldn’t have had a more 

offensive and overtly political title, and their album covers, featuring 

burning cop cars and crucifixes made out of dollar bills weren’t exactly 

subtle either. 

Governor Deukmeijan and his allies in the White House wanted to 

send a warning to the punk community that they were willing to go after 

opponents whom they believed were organizing nascent resistance move¬ 

ments in all spheres of American life. The tenacity with which state and 

federal law enforcement agencies in places like California harassed orga¬ 

nizations like CISPES (Committee in Solidarity with the People of El 

Salvador,) and opponents of US involvement in the Nicaraguan civil war 



forms the backdrop of the kind of effort in silencing rebels like the Dead 

Kennedys. The Frankenchrist case simply represented the cultural part 

of the Republican establishment’s attempt to silence all forms of protest, 

political or otherwise. 

After a prolonged trial which broke up the band and nearly destroyed 

its label, the DKs beat the charges and Alternative Tentacles went back to 

business as usual. But not without setting a precedent in the history of 

rock and roll's relationship to the American political establishment. The 

only permanent political fallout from the event for Jello and his label was 

to become permanently blacklisted by every conservative cultural watch¬ 

dog group from then on, particularly those cultural organizations such as 

the American Family Association and -its peers, which distributed pam¬ 

phlets to local law enforcement agencies with lists of controversial artists 

and labels for cops to keep an eye out for. At its best, these lists made 

for fine entertainment. At its worst, they served as great entertainment 

guides to Christian artists whom many an Evangelical cultural activist 

wanted cops to be listening to anyway. After all, Amy Grant certainly 

sounds better pouring out of a squad car than “Bleed For Me.” 

scapegoat within the establishment’s own color line would be an ideal 

opportunity for finally going after a threat that really mattered, namely 

white revolutionaries. In the spring of 1996, the Philadelphia Fraternal 

Order of Police found its straw man, Alternative Tentacles. Once again the 

label found itself in the midst of a controversy that echoed its past legal 

entanglements. This time, however, instead of being charged with distrib¬ 

uting pornography, the Philadelphia Police Department union is suing the 

label for an image of a dead cop on the back cover of a 1992 Crucifucks 

compilation album Our Will Be Done, instead of a sexually explicit poster 

you had to pull the record out to find hidden inside. 

As several wire reports and short newsbytes in Addicted to Noise 

and the SF Weekly state, the Fraternal Order of Police in Philadelphia 

are suing The Crucifucks, Eric R. Boucher (nee Jello Biafra) and 

Alternative Tentacles for illegally appropriating and altering a poster used 

for a 1985 police strike for higher wages. FOP President Richard 

Costello told the Associated Press that the Crucifucks “bastardized" the 

poster, featuring an officer lying sprawled next to a police cruiser in a 

pool of fake blood, in order to “glorify violence," instead of show how 

ACCORDED TO THE BAND AND ITS LABEL 
How Soon is Now? 

Nevertheless, memories of the threat eighties punk once posed to the 

establishment could still be heard in the occasional attacks launched on 

punk and grunge artists like Nirvana and Hole by hysterical talk show 

hosts eager to find new targets amongst mellow, depoliticized flannel 

clad rockers. Every once in a while, paranoid radio evangelists like Bob 

Larson would do a feature on his syndicated show attacking Alternative 

Tentacles for promoting queer bands like Tribe 8, Lookout for promoting 

Pansy Division, and Candy Ass for putting out Team Dresch. However, no 

substantive legal challenges were levelled at artists and labels in this 

milieu during the late eighties and early nineties. Conservative culture 

critics and law enforcement agencies went back to picking on black 

artists, such as Public Enemy for promoting anti-Semitism in the service 

of black nationalism, the 2 Live Crew for promoting misogyny and vio¬ 

lence against women, and NWA, Ice T and Death Row Records for pro¬ 

moting violence against cops. 

Sexual rebellion and the promotion of alternative lifestyles was sim¬ 

ply not enough. There had to be some kind of threat to social stability, and 

promotion of disrespect for political authority that we could target a white 

owned record label for encouraging. The racism inherent in this need for a 

horrible it is like the cop poster allegedly tried to do. According to 

Costello, the poster was originally plastered around Philadelphia as part 

of a call by the FOP for higher wages, with the caption, “You wouldn’t 

sacrifice your life for a million bucks. A Philadelphia police officer does it 

for a lot less. They need your support.” The Crucifucks deleted this cap¬ 

tion and replaced the Philly PD logo with a Lansing Police Department 

emblem on the police car door. The FOP sued the supposedly guilty par¬ 

ties, along with Borders Books, where the record was first found, osten¬ 

sibly by accident, for 2.2 million dollars in damages. 

That was a year ago. Last summer at a hearing in Philadelphia, 

Borders was excused by a Philadelphia judge of accountability with the 

Crucifucks and AT in the FOP lawsuit. But the Crucifucks and AT weren't, 

and though the case has yet to go to trial, it is unclear whether the 

defendants will end up being tried for a variety of obscure technical rea¬ 

sons ranging from the inability of their legal team to attend last sum¬ 

mer’s hearing, to the fact that the first subpoena served to AT was sent 

to the label’s long expired first address on Shipley street in San 

Francisco. According to an article on the suit published in the SF Bay 

Guardian last winter, former AT Vice President Greg Werckman stated 

that the package in which the court order was delivered didn’t even have 
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any kind of legal references on it either, so it was impossible for the label 

to know where it came from and why it was significant. That is, until they 

opened it. A year after the cops first pressed charges, a Philadelphia judge 

has instated a default judgment of 2.2 million dollars against the defen¬ 

dants. An appeal is currently in the offing, and it is assumed by those famil¬ 

iar with the case that the judgement will eventually be dismissed. 

Feel The Darkness 

The growing media spectacle surrounding the event has continued to obfuscate 

the meaning of the conflict, creating a guilty verdict which favors the FOP even 

before the case has actually gone to trial. Most articles on the suit tend to 

favor the FOP’s rationale for pursuing the case, focusing on the Crucifuck’s 

“laid back attitude towards the judicial process,” according to the Philadelphia 

Inquirer, as well as the lyrics of songs from the band’s first record, such as 

“Pigs in A Blanket,” and “Cops for Fertilizer,” which one article reprinted in its 

entirety. Articles on the legal battle continue to refuse to report the full name 

of the band in question, because as several newspapers state, it’s either “an 

obscene variation of the word crucifix,” or simply “an unprintable name.” In 

CERTAINLY SEEMS LIKE A 
very few cases is anyone interviewed except the plaintiffs, the Fraternal 

Order of Police. This is where the ideological continuity between the 

Frarikenchrist case and the Crucifucks' conflict with the FOP is found. 

Most, if not all the articles choose to focus on the rationale for 

prosecuting the defendants cited by FOP union boss Costello and Police 

sergeant John Whalen, who posed as the dead policeman in the original 

strike poster. In each and every instance in which the duo is cited, as former AT 

VP Greg Werckman stated, it’s “the cheesiest kind of moralist crap.” Instead 

of taking the time to look at the Crucifucks’ critique of police brutality, the police 

and their friends in the media focus on how the Crucifucks undermine the 

authority of law enforcement agencies. For example, in one article Costello 

and Whalen argue that the lawsuit against AT wasn’t as much about illegally 

appropriating an image they had copywritten as much as much as it was an 

attempt to counter a recent wave of violence against cops in Philadelphia, 

instigated, Costello states, by negative stereotypes of policeman in the 

media. In most instances, wire reports and newspaper articles tend to favor 

Costello’s indignant position, citing recent casualty statistics for Philadelphia 

cops, including the names of officers shot in the line of duty. 

If that doesn’t make you want to sympathize with the police, nothing 

else will. Judging from the media reports on the suit, arguing that the 

Crucifucks and AT are complicit in the murder of police officers because 

they condone the criticism of police brutality is a very effective weapon to 

discredit the band and its label with. However, when we try to put such 

charges in historical context, it begins to make a lot more sense why the 

police union would try to scapegoat the Crucifucks—who in at least one 

insteance were identified by the FOP as a rap group—and Alternative 

Tentacles for creating a climate of intolerance towards police officers. To 

begin with, AT remains a pariah amongst conservative culture critics who 

think rock and roll is a subversive, revolutionary art form because it still 

publishes left wing music by abrasive, political punk bands. Judging from 

the popularity and influence of Evangelical blacklists which are distributed 

to police departments, AT was a logical candidate for persecution. Very few 

labels of its size and longevity can continue to claim a similar notoriety, 

especially given AT's political history and its consistency in contrast to less 

political labels like Matador, Homestead, Sub Pop and SST. 

Despite the setbacks that the label has suffered over the years, it has 

managed to continue to put out records by controversial artists, while its 

owner Jello Biafra has been allowed to assume some kind of authority as 

DESPERATE MOVE ON THE 
an elder leftist statesperson, akin to a punk Noam Chomsky. However, AT 

is still a middle class company with a largely white, educated urban audi¬ 

ence who never set foot in the ’hood unless they have to get to a show. 

The notion that gangstas and cop killers in the Philly area actively go out 

and buy Crucifucks and Alternative Tentacles records is tantamount to saying 

that AT is a white Death Row, Jello is a punk Suge Knight, and the 

Crucifucks are a midwestern version of NWA with a popular audience 

among the Afro-American underclass in the inner city. 

It simply doesn’t make any sense. It’d be almost as ridiculous as 

assuming that in America, punk is a working class phenomena that articulates 

the same class resentments which British punk gave expression to in the 

late seventies. The color line and the class background of most punk rockers 

is in reality a totally different story. That is why the paranoid, conspiracy 

theories of the Fraternal Order of Police are not only absurd, they’re totally 

ridiculous. Judging from how routine and familiar their charges against AT 

are, it is safe to assume that we are now being fed another line of traditional 

right wing disinformation which obscures the real issues underlying the 

scapegoating of the Crucifucks and Alternative Tentacles, just like most 

rationales which are given for prosecuting a zillion other bands and labels. 

Only this time, it’s a little different. Its what the case means to the 

Philadelphia Police Department’s public image that’s at stake here. 
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Home of The Bodybag 

The Philadelphia Police Department has been called one of the most corrupt, 

brutal and conflict-ridden police departments in America. Time and again it 

has been accused of an inordinately high degree of racism. Ever since the 

early seventies, with the demise of the Black Panther Party and the rise of 

the MOVE Commune, a lot of media attention has been placed on the 

police department's troubled relationship with the city’s African American 

community. On numerous occasions, police officers have been cited with 

planting evidence and prosecuting African Americans and other minorities 

for crimes they did not commit. In several instances in the late seventies 

and early eighties, the police department laid siege to the MOVE commune 

much as was done at Waco, alleging all kinds of falsified improprieties 

culminating in the bombing of the MOVE commune in 1986 which left only 

one survivor, Ramona Africa. She was immediately tried and imprisoned, 

and finally released from jail in 1992. 

Numerous lawsuits have been successfully filed against the Philadelphia 

Police Department over the last ten years, resulting in the overturning of 

hundreds of convictions due to the discovery of falsified evidence and 

on the left have granted him the status of a political prisoner, because, it is 

believed Jamal was falsely prosecuted for a crime he didn’t commit due to 

his own political history. As a former minister of information in the Black 

Panther Party, and later as an investigative journalist, Jamal spent a long 

time documenting police abuses in the inner city. His work in the late seventies 

and early eighties helped create the public image that the Philadelphia 

Police Department was a corrupt organization which enforced racist polices 

on behalf of the political dynasties which, as some reporters argue, run 

Philadelphia after building their careers in the police department. 

In a recent interview, Native American scholar and American Indian 

Movement activist Ward Churchill was asked to comment on the Jamal 

case, and why he thought it was significant. Churchill talked about the 

Philadelphia Police Department’s interest in Jamal as stemming from its 

historically close cooperation with the FBI, and its Counter Intelligence 

Program (COINTELPRO), and how he felt the'evidence used in Jamal’s 

prosecution reflected this relationship. He argued that Jamal’s political 

history as a revolutionary was what caused him to get framed, since a 

great deal of the evidence against him was so inconsistent. Many other 

PART OF A POLICE DEPARTMENT THAT IS WILLING 
trumped up charges. Police officers are rarely punished, and if they are, 

according to many reports, they rejoin the force after taking time off. 

Several years ago, the Philadelphia Inquirer published a series of articles 

detailing corruption in the department, in particular its civil rights abuses, 

as well as infighting amongst local police officers which resulted in a spate 

of homicides within the ranks. Like the rank and file in the police department, 

the Philadelphia DA has a reputation for being one of the most punitive of 

district attorneys offices in the nation, sending a very high proportion of 

convicted felons to death row, among them Mumia Abu Jamal. It appears 

that the whole of the justice system in the city suffers from the same 

malaise, regardless of who is responsible. Perhaps some of this has to do 

with pay. One survey noted that Philly cops are amongst the poorest paid 

officers in the nation, ranking only second to San Antonio. It is unclear 

whether the Philly DA and the Philly police suffer from a similar economically 

induced pathology, but the vengeance with which they seek retribution 

certainly suggests they share a similar homicidal mentality. 

Mumia Abu Jamal’s case sheds the most light on the workings of the 

Philadelphia Police Department. Convicted of killing a police officer, Jamal 

has been sitting on death row filing appeal after appeal since 1982. Many 

scholars and activists agree with Churchill, and its not surprising. The 

American legal system has many racial biases. Nevertheless, the overwhelming 

consensus is that law enforcement in Philadelphia, and the police department’s 

policies towards minority communities are paradigmatic of the kind of 

corruption which pervades the American legal system because it’s so extreme. 

History Lesson, Part II 

While it would be ludicrous to compare the plight of the Cmcifucks and 

Alternative Tentacles to that of Mumia Abu Jamal and the thousands of 

African Americans who have been framed, convicted and murdered by 

Philadelphia police officers, the basis for the charges against the Crucifucks, 

and the continued blame accorded to the band and its label certainly seems 

like a desperate move on the part of a police department that is willing to try 

anything to make itself look better. What is certain is that the Crucifucks 

and AT have been charged with a conspiracy which could only be hatched in 

a political environment like the one that reigns in Philadelphia. Hence how 

surreal a drama it appears the label has been drawn into. 

Given Alternative Tentacles’ own political history, it makes sense why 

the Philadelphia Police Department would pick on the label, though we 
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might conclude that this very well could have been a mistake since 

there are many more labels and bands which take a far more anti-police 

stand than the Crucifucks and Alternative Tentacles do. Regardless, as 

in the case of the Dead Kennedys, the Crucifucks have a lot of subver¬ 

sive cache which unfortunately is legitimated by the trials they are now 

being put through. What better a tribulation for a band whose name 

equates Christianity with getting fucked. 

What is significant about the charges levelled against Alternative 

Tentacles is how it has again politicized punk in the same way the 

establishment always seems to politicize it. In light of the Frankenchrist 

case, and similar precedents such as Jim and Debbie Goad’s prosecu¬ 

tion in the Answer Me trial last year in Washington state, punk’s only 

claim to fame is that it promotes the violation of certain norms and 

standards of conduct such as violence against women and police offi¬ 

cers. It never gets beyond that, even when it’s being ironic. This is not 

something which we are always supposed to blame artists, writers and 

record companies for. At least explicitly, because quite often we find that 

the political causes which make bands popular end up obscuring the 

symbols and Communist iconography. It didn’t get much deeper than 4 

that. Whether or not there was any substance to the use of such graven 

images varies depending on which band or artist you look at. Some 

members of my generation claim that because of the taboos placed on 

such tet>As in Anglo American culture, after the sixties it was the only 

way th^y could have ever been introduced to leftist politics. Others have 

argued that because these symbols were used in the absence of gen¬ 

uine, leftist political movements, they lacked any kind of political curren¬ 

cy at all. At their worst they were empty signs which symbolized the 

poverty of cultural radicalism and the degree to which cultural experi¬ 

mentation been dissociated with political dissent. 

Perhaps that is why the Philadelphia police department chose to 

persecute a band like the Crucifucks. Like MDC, their icon of transgres¬ 

sion is a dead cop. The political discourse of law enforcement in this 

country is so impoverished that it cannot distinguish between the hatred 

of political authority and the revolutionary potency of a white punk band 

from the Midwest. Regardless of what the outcome of events like the 

Crucifucks’ legal dilemma turns out to be, the most likely prognosis is 

TO TRY ANYTHING TO MAKE ITSELF LOOK BETTER 
real political content of their work, like the furor over Public Enemy’s 

alleged anti-Semitism suggested. The controversy surrounding Professor 

Griff’s comments about Jews at Columbia University a few years ago 

pretty much destroyed PE’s chances for communicating anything impor¬ 

tant, except of course, their stylistic innovations in sampling which have 

been well documented recently by the Chemical Brothers. Public Enemy 

had a lot more to teach us than simply reiterating Louis Farrakhan’s 

paranoid rantings about a Jewish conspiracy against African Americans 

and in their absence we have seen an increasingly limited political dis¬ 

course from rap. Now, if hip hop ain’t gangsta, it’s all about Moslem 

fundamentalism, and if it’s not about ethnic separatism and gang bang¬ 

ing so called bitches then it’s irrelevant. 

The same goes for how many of us were initially taught to interpret 

punk. Starting in the late seventies, the media concentrated on its 

shock value, on the sado-masochism of cheek piercing, spitting, and 

hair dying—of punk’s transgressive deconstruction of fashion. When the 

shift started to focus to politics because of the explicitly political postur¬ 

ing of groups like the Sex Pistols and The Clash, the tendency was to 

look at punk’s employment of fascist emblems like Swastikas, Anarchy 

that depending on it’s media exposure, the legal battle will result in an 

increase in the use of anti-police iconography by punk bands, who are 

already well known for their distaste of law enforcement officials. 

Unfortunately, the problem with police brutality is much bigger than a 

Stacey Koon or a Mark Fuhrman, even though they deserve to be vilified 

in the same manner that we are summoned to condemn anyone who 

personifies and acts out the violence inherent in the status quo. 

Nevertheless we ought to remember that in the end, its not the police 

who are the problem. To quote Crass, it’s the system, and how it defines 

the parameters of dissent for all of us. ® 
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|Bari, eco warrior, working woman, single mother of two, is dead 

ncer at 48. Judi spent the past ten years tirelessly fighting for 

jawaters Forest, the last sizable, unprotected grove of ancient red- 

s left on Earth. Judi batded Charles Hurwitz and his corporate 

^machine—Maxxam/Pacific Lumber—who ve worked equally hard to 

log the thousand year-old giants, the Earths largest trees. The ecosystem is home to the 

coho salmon and the marbled murrelet seabird—species on the edge of extinction. In a bet¬ 

ter world, the northern California forest would be a sacred site, the treasure of a continent; 

in our world it is an asset to be liquidated for profit. Judi and the Earth First! movement 

she worked with made the*world aware of the corporate contract out on the redwoods. 

Judi was a mammoth inspiration in my life and yet I’ve had immense difficulty 

writing anything about her valiant life and early death. I asked a colleague, a writer with 

three decades experience as a scribe, how to pen a eulogy. “Its a hard form,” Peter told 

me. “If you play up a persons heroism and good deeds you sound like a sycophant. If 

you don’t you sound like an asshole.” So bear in mind that these words are the best I 

could muster, but they can’t do Judi and her work justice. By the time you read this 

months will have passed since Judi departed—publishing schedules and writer’s block 

having conspired against timeliness—yet a eulogy and call to action seems mandatory. 

Judi was proof that determined people can indeed change this world. She endured 

countless death threats and a few outright attempts on her life. She seemed to have an 

inexhaustible supply of energy and worked on a million fronts: writing and theorizing, 

organizing eco forces, hosting a weekly radio program, fighting sexism in the radical 

enviro movement, building coalitions with workers. She put out the idea—an idea that 

changed the way I perceive reality—that an ecologically sustainable society demands 

revolutionary social change. 

I remember the first time I saw Judi. She was speaking at an activist center in 

Berkeley. It was late 1995 and Judi was rallying the enviro shock troops to the defense 

of Headwaters forest. Her voice blasted through a packed room. “There is no fucking 

way Maxxam and Charles Hurwitz are gonna cut this forest!!!” she boomed, and every¬ 

one began pumping fists in the air, yelling their throats raw, applauding like cracking 

thunderclouds. Her conviction passed into our being in an enigmatic and rare instance 

of spiritual osmosis. A passer-by might have mistaken us for an ecstatic religious con¬ 

gregation in a storefront chapel. In some ways that characterization wouldn’t have been 

too wrong. 

A few weeks later 2,500 enviros rallied for Headwaters. Judi, her pal Darryl 

Cherney, and representatives of Native America exhorted the crowd to do whatever was 

non-violently possible to save the forest. Nearly 300 forest defenders broke off from the 

rally and were arrested for crossing onto Maxxam/Pacific Lumber property in an act of 

civil disobedience. The action set an arrest record—it was the largest group of 

Americans ever arrested in protest over woodlands. That day the suit filed by enviros in 

federal court bore fruit: a temporary restraining order barred Maxxam/Pacific Lumber 

from cutting the old growth groves. We whooped and shouted at news, hugged one 

another and laughed. 

One year later on September 15, 1996, more than 10,000 people converged on 

Pacific Lumbers logging facilities in Carlotta, California. The requisite celebs—Don 

Henley, Bonnie Raitt, et al—were in attendance as were the world press corps. The 

protest was top slot on the national idiot box news, and coast to coast, newspapers told 

the story: forest primeval threatened by big business scum; 10,000 rally, 1,033 symbol¬ 

ically arrested, Judi speaks, semi-glamorous folks endorse. 

But the restraining order no longer held, the courts refused to grant another, and 

Maxxam/Pacific Lumber was dying to bring out the heavy artillery and level the forest. 

As the corporate mega-machine brought death to Earth, the eco-warriors upped the 

ante. Earth Firsters erected and occupied a tree village high in the old-growth, blocked 

bulldozers, locked themselves to anything that might impede logging. Over 200 eco 

warriors were arrested during the next month of sustained green rage. The rural coun¬ 

ty jail overflowed with enviros who wouldn’t give names, wouldn’t eat, and in some cases 

wouldnt cooperate at all and had to be moved from cell to courtroom in wheel barrows. 

The government of Humboldt County, California, the place all this was going down, 

was hemorrhaging millions of bucks, and begging for mercy. And through it all there 

was Judi—a chief strategist and spokesperson for the popular uprising. 

Meanwhile the schemers at top were forced to deal with Headwaters. They did 

so in typical ignominious fashion. Prez Clinton, San Francisco Mayor Willie Brown, 

and several state politicians negotiated a deal with career criminal Hurwitz and 

Maxxam/Pacific Lumber. Texas tycoon Hurwitz,'billed tax-payers $1.5 billion dollars 

when his S&Ls went belly-up during the S&L scandals of the ‘80s. He should be 

jailed—and punched in the fucking face—for his avaricious negligence. But since he’s 

a card-carrying member of the “Rulers of the World Club” he got the royal treatment 

from Clinton and Brown. They offered him millions in cash, and a multi-million 

chunk of San Francisco real estate in exchange for meager protections on a minor por¬ 

tion of the Headwaters Forest ecosystem. With a preliminary deal inked, the politicians 

and Hurwitz smiled for the cameras. But Judi and other eco warriors smelled a sell-out 

and derided the deal as bullshit to the media. One Earth First! chapter even dumped 

cow shit in the office of one major deal endorser, Senator Dianne Feinstein. 

Then in November ‘96, as the conflict was starting to chill for awhile, Judi was diag¬ 

nosed with breast cancer that had metastasized to her liver. Within months she was dead. 

Many feel the car bomb that tore through her body in 1990 may have left Judi 

ripe for cancer. She detailed the incident in the New York Times in August of that year. 

“On May 24 a car bomb exploded under my seat as I drove through Oakland, “ she 

wrote. “The attack followed a series of death threats against me and occurred as I was 

traveling to organize nonviolent protests with Earth First! against overcutting of the red¬ 

wood forest in northern California. My injuries are painful and severe and will leave me 

permanently crippled for life.” 

The FBI and Oakland police promptly tried to bring charges against Judi for the 

very bombing that nearly killed her. “The man in charge of my case was Richard Held, 

director of the San Francisco FBI office. Held has a 25-year history as one of the prin¬ 

cipal operatives of COINTELPRO. He was personally involved in the framing of Black 

Panther Geronimo jijaga (Pratt) and American Indian Movement leader Leonard 

Peltier, both of whom had been in jail for decades for crimes they did not commit. I 

cannot describe the cold terror of waking up in the hospital, crippled for life, and find¬ 

ing out that Richard Held was accusing me of blowing myself up with my own bomb,” 

wrote Judi in her book Timber Wars. 

The FBI and OPD eventually dropped any charges against Judi, but never made 

any effort to find the bomber. Bari and many others have wondered if the FBI—which 

pounced on the incident as a way to discredit Earth First!—had something to do with 

the bombing. 

Today the suit she filed against the FBI for false arrest and civil rights violations 

continues. The fight for Headwaters Forest continues. And Judi’s young daughters will 

grow to maturity without their mother. 

Chris Clarke penned a beautiful eulogy in Terrain, a northern California envi¬ 

ronmental journal. Judi, he wrote, “belongs to the ages. She’s part of our myth now, 

and a hell of a myth it is. Our job, now, is to tell that myth to our kids, about a woman . 

who loved life, who walked away from a job when she realized she was nailing pieces of 

thousand year-old trees to some guy’s house. Who proved the government wrong by 

living... who would tell me to stop writing about her and start telling people to get up 

to Headwaters and finish her work.” 

Logging season for Headwaters is still months away but the northern California 

Earth First! units are gearing up for another action packed fall. Lawyers are making argu¬ 

ments in defense of Headwaters in various courtrooms. Greens worldwide are working 

on the campaign. No one has any faith in the politicians to play “Let’s Make a Deal” with 

Hurwitz. We carry Judi’s quest forward, it is our own. 

We will look back at her existence whenever our inspiration ebbs. 

Viva Judi. Viva Headwaters. Viva Earth. ® 

To support Judi’s lawsuit against the FBI and Oakland police: To make a donation to the trust fund for her daughters: 

Redwood Justice Fund, PO Box 14720, Santa Rosa, CA 95402 Judi Bari Trust Fund, 106 West Standley St., Ukiah CA 95482 
To find more out about Earth First! and Headwaters contact: 

Redwood Action Team, PO Box 34, Garberville, Ecotopia, CA 
95542 Ph: 707.923.DEMO 







Ask Us About Anarchist-Retail Opportunities! a short history of 

Who’s Emma, Toronto’s punk collective, by Jim Munroe 

hen I come in for my shift at ^OCTios Emma, the store is silent. 

But the walls have a lot to say. 
“Why we’re pissed off,” starts one hand printed poster. It’s a 

diatribe against the puritanical attitude of some of the other volun¬ 

teers. A 1937 poster announcing an Emma Goldman speech has, 

beneath her staid image, a torn piece of junk mail: STOP Bed 

Wetting. A bland promo poster for the Descendants new album has a 

less whimsical addition: “HOMOPHOBIC LYRICS AT TORON¬ 

TO SHOW.” The Mr. T Experience CD on display has a sticker^ 

beside the price tag that asks, “Why do people keep buying this? 

Welcome to the paradox that is anarchist-retail. 

UNDER THE COUNTER-PROPAGANDA 
In the middle of Kensington Market, the smelly and eclectic refuge 

from sanitized Toronto, Who’s Emma is open for anti-business. For 

the last year, our group of 30-30 people have run a small non-profit 
store without the benefit of a boss. We sell T-shirts, CDs, records, 

tapes, zines, studded wristbands and other aggressories, G.G. Allin 

dolls, vegan cookies, Snapple, patches (“Live to Squeegee— 
Squeegee to Live’), buttons, books, postcards, and much more. 

We re your punk rock merchandise source, friend. 
We re not the only store in town that sells this kind of 

product—to the naked eye, it’s hard to tell the difference between 

our store and a normal, for-profit store. I look at it as the difference 

between a private and a public library. 

When Ben Franklin came up with the idea of a public 

library, it was a new twist on the norm—lime instead of lemon. A 

collection of books held in common, accessible to all. Centuries 

later, libraries keep broke urbanites sane in a climate of commodi¬ 

fied culture, offering them worthy brainfodder in a variety of medi¬ 

ums. Franklin’s legacy started as a strange idea. What strange ideas 

are we introducing that could flower as beautifully, centuries hence? 

A little grandiose, admittedly, but anarchist-retail amounts 

to a social experiment whatever way you look at it. A volunteer-run, 

non-profit, ideals-fueled collective is going to function differently 

than a boss-run, for-profit, incentive-fueled workplace—even if 

they’re selling exactly the same thing. 
It amounts to taste. In my more level-headed moments, I 

feel like it’s arguing over which drinks are better: some mixtures will 

get you drunk faster, some will go down smoother, but one varia¬ 

tion isn’t inherently better than the other. But most days, I m not 

level-headed, I’m a contrary, biased punk who knows what he likes. 

“They re making gin and tonics, I think to myself about for-profit 

stores, “but we be fixing up some molotov cocktails. 

MIX ONE PART KEROSENE WITH... 

Anarcho-feminist Emma Goldman’s famous quote, if I cant dance 

at your revolution I won’t come echoed many peoples determina¬ 

tion to mix fun with radical politics. But when referential names 

like “Emma’s Dancing Emporium were tried out on some of the 

punk kids, the response was often: “Who’s Emma? The need for a 

source of radical history was never so clear—and the collective had 

a name that was both meaningful and pleasantly mysterious. 

As most things do, it started with a few people. People heard 

about it and started coming ‘round, got comfy, and started 

thinking up stuff to do. Student film nights, 80s dance parties, 

sound system workshops, women and queer nights, Food Not 

Bombs meetings... all sprang up as fast as dandelions, all facili¬ 

tated by different people. A year later, having moved across the 

road to a space twice as big, people are hyped about having 

shows in the basement. 
Because the originators stepped back and let other 

people groove, making it as open format as possible, people 

were inspired to take on responsibilities. Even in anarchist cir¬ 

cles, it is a rare and special thing to see the originators letting 

go, and I applaud their faith. It’s a microcosm of the withering 

away of the state those commies are always talking about. 

But before I get too pie-in-the-sky, come back into the 

store. See those books? They were ordered through indie dis¬ 

tributors by the book committee, who chose books they liked 

and wanted to read. See the register?Just bought it. We got it 

used after the people on the finance committee got fed up with 

manually tallying up the taxes. See the girl at the register 

punching something in, slowly, following the easy instructions 

taped to it? She’s going to high school, but she works here 

every Monday between 3 & 7. You see the huge magazine rack 

that holds the zines? That was scored by a friend of someone in 

the collective who noticed it in an abandoned store in the 

building where he works. See this flyer? It s for a silkscreening 

workshop next week, put on by someone in the neighborhood 

who knows how to make neat patches and T-shirts. See those 

who’s emma? 
free condoms and the vanilla-flavored dams? Someone called 

up the health department and got them to send the store a 

huge box. 
Basically, the space is a collection of individual efforts, 

of people taking action to improve the store as a whole. This is 

the heart of it. Multifaceted people putting their talents and 

skills into a project they believe in. Given the 30-50 person 

pool that the store draws on, it makes for considerably more 

variety than your average for-profit store with three or four 

people working there. 
Many people make the assumption that every deci¬ 

sion has to be passed by the collective. For instance, when 

someone wants to order a zine, they dont ask for permission 

they just do it. However, any of the collective can challenge 

this action, if, say, they find the zine objectionable. This hap¬ 

pens exceedingly rarely—people are quite tolerant of others 

tastes. More often, people are uncomfortable with making 

decisions that involve a lot of money or affect a lot of people. 

Thus the need for a monthly meeting. 
To state the obvious, meetings are boring. Not only 

that, but they sap the strength and enthusiasm of a collective 

its an hour or two of volunteer time that could be spent doing 

practical, hands-on stuff for the store. But if people aren’t 

involved with decisions on big issues, then morale weakens. So a 

balance must be found. 
We try to make it a more enjoyable gathering by start¬ 

ing with a vegan potluck and free coffee. Then every effort this 

side of rudeness is made to keep it as short as possible. We run 

on a consensus model, meaning that every person has to agree 
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for a decision to be made. Surprisingly, the monthly meetings usual¬ 

ly run between one and two hours. 

In contrast, I have worked in a collective with a democrat¬ 

ic decision-making process, and the meetings would regularly 

stretch two and three hours—and these were weekly meetings. 

Granted, the group in the democratic collective were less like-mind¬ 

ed, but there is something in the democratic model that lends itself 

to taking a polarized position and hanging on for dear life. 

Righteous speeches are made, tables are pounded, ego is invested 

and competition’s claws spring out. Winners and losers, grudges 
and anger... 

What I have seen at the Who’s Emma meetings convinces 

me that the consensus model changes the dynamic of the discus¬ 

sion. People start out towards compromise, knowing that they won’t 

get the hell out until everyone’s satisfied. 

But would it be punk rock if everything was bread ‘n’ 

roses? Hell naw. So for your edutainment, here’s a couple of our 

more memorable tussles. 

GET THAT CAMERA OUTTA MY FUCKIN' FACE 
When I was discussing various promotional meth¬ 

ods at one meeting, someone mentioned that they 

had a friend at Much Music (Canada’s MTV) who 

might do a story on us. I had debated contacting 

them myself—I wasn’t exactly thrilled with the 

idea of collaborating with corporate youth culture 

parasites, but if it ended up exposing suburban 

kids to grassroots subversive politics then I thought 

it might be a worth-while compromise. So I said I 

thought it sounded good and no one else voiced 

serious opposition to it, and so he went about set¬ 

ting it up. 

Someone who hadn’t been at the meeting 

drew up a petition to protest it. Some of the peo¬ 

ple who had been at the meeting signed it, 

although they had given their tacit approval. 

Meanwhile, the guy who was setting it up caught 

wind of this and was understandably upset. 

He had gone about this the proper way, and now 

it seemed like people were turning purer-than- 

thou on him. 

But there were a few mitigating circum¬ 

stances—firstly, that the person who drew up the 

petition didnt know that it had been discussed at 

the meeting, and secondly, that people could be of 

two minds on the issue. 

I myself was torn. I saw that it was easier 

and more efficient (volunteer time being finite) to 

get mainstream media coverage than to hand out 

flyers to a hundred kids on the street. I believed 

that the things we sold were politically powerful 

enough to justify the compromise—and yet the 

ideas of their cameras in our store made me 

queasy. It just smelled bad, you know? 

And this petition proved that many people felt the same. 

The store doesn’t run on image or capital, it’s volunteer powered_ 

and if having cameras in the store truly upset people, then it wasn’t 

worth the revenue it would bring in. It was a messy business, with 

some people being justifiably pissed off, but eventually three-chord 

harmony was restored. 

THE MAJOR DEBATE 

Major labels. Big surprise, eh? A couple of people on the record 

committee had been ordering major label-affiliated music from 

indie distributors, and a couple of other people took issue with it. 

The argument that it was aiding and abetting the media monopoly 

was countered with proof that even Crass and Conflict had corpo¬ 

rate ties. The claim that it was the responsibility of the store to pro¬ 

vide access to all inspirational hardcore was parried by pointing out 

that every suburban record outlet did that job already. 

What this debate did uncover was a hitherto unnamed 

division that would resonate through future discussions. There were 

some who identified more strongly with the anarchist element, and 

so wanted a space which would resist the corporate octopus; and 

there were some who thought Who’s Emma should be, primarily, a 

punk rock cultural space—warts and all. 

At one point, splitting the collective into two stores was 

discussed: books for the anarchists and records for the punks. This 

meeting showed how blurred the division really was—while most 

people had a bias towards punk or anarchist, everyone considered 

both important. Once splitting up had been decided against, people 

were in a more positive mood for discussing the issue. There was no 

policy made, but after hearing how many members felt, two 

people on the record committee said that they didn’t plan to order 

any more major label stuff. The used records are often on major 
labels, however. 



Even in a subculture as small as ours, there are a dozen ways to slice- 

and-dice. Straightedge and drunkpunk, queercore and not, crusty 

and emo, those-who-fly-the-freak-flag-high and those-who-keep-it- 

neatly-folded-in-their-back-pocket. To me, the idea of dividing the 

mob up into cleaner groups would not only have been difficult, it 

would have made the place less interesting—it’s the odd mix and 

the diversity that I enjoy. But there’s so much animosity in the 

scene, and so much divisiveness in the world at large, that it was a 

pleasant surprise to find that we were not only willing to work 

together but wanted to. 

Naturally, the description of these two conflicts will cause 

some readers to dismiss the consensus system. But consider this: of 

the thousands of decisions that were made by individuals and dur¬ 

ing meetings in this formative year, only two were contentious 

enough to be worth noting. How many conventional workplaces 

can say the same? 

RIDE THE VIBE 
Emma’s is also quite different from the dusty and quiet places I’ve 

seen in my travels, shrines to the activist martyrs that work there. 

Regardless of how politically cool they are, the space doesn’t hum. 

At Who’s Emma, mysterious flyers appear like leaves, plans unfold 

like a speeded-up film of seeds, parties threaten to break out 

like good weather. Dust don’t got a chance to settle. 

Some guy comes in looking for a Hakim Bey book and 

ends up telling me about the subterranean guerrilla theater he 

and a half-dozen friends have been inflicting upon the subway 

denizens. He leaves dada stickers on the free shelf. Someone 

comes in later and laughs at the stickers. I tell her the subway 

story and she tells me about a great puppet show she saw at a 

hardcore concert in North Carolina. She’s visiting her friend in 

Toronto—she read about us in Profane Existence. I give her a few 

suggestions on interesting places to go and cheap places to eat. 

Someone from the show committee comes in while 

I’m talking to her and makes a change to the calendar, adding a 

band and crossing one date off completely. I wave good-bye as 

he rushes out. An old guy with a beard and a cycling helmet 

comes in and asks to tape up a poster about a demo against 

police brutality, and I toss him the tape. Mark knows him and 

asks him about so-and-so. 

Mark does the shift with me, and it’s a good 

excuse to get together once a week. He invites his 

friends to visit him on his shift and I do the same, 

and the cross-pollination begins. It’s a low stress 

way to hook up with people, to be able to say “I’m 

gonna be at Who’s Emma on Thursday between 

11-3, come on by if you feel like it, we’ll play you 

music.” It’s a bit of consistency for us folk who 

don’t like our schedules hardened. 

I guess I’m tipping my hand here—if it’s the 

only thing I’m willing to commit to, you can figure 

out how much I dig it. But I really only have one 

criterion for volunteering—that I get as much 

energy back as I put into it. For the past year, I’ve 

been getting my energy’s worth, and I’m not the 

only one. For whatever combination of reasons, 

this punk rock paradox works. 

YOU WILL BE ASSIMILATED 
It’s the end of my shift. I’ve been standing in my 

coat, ready to leave, for fifteen minutes. For the 

last four hours I’ve been dancing to Huggy Bear, 

chatting to the odd folk, pricing the new arrivals, 

and even punching up a few sales. Now I’ve got 

some groceries to buy, but friends keep coming 

in, or some zine I haven’t seen catches my eye. 

Eventually I’ll leave. 

Oh, the agonies of retail hell. ® 

Who's Emma is located at 69 1/2 Nassau St, 

Toronto ONT, M5T1M6. Tel+Fax (416)598-3354. 

Jim Munroe challenges anyone who believes in 

journalistic objectivity to a shouting match. He was 

managing editor for Adbusters magazine last year 

and is currently writing a novel about troubled 

youth. Feedback (even the screechy guitar kind) is 

most welcome at jim@netsign.com. 
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A classified is regularly printed in the Help Wanted section 

of Reno’s daily newspaper. It calls for psychics, tarot card 

readers, and astrologers. The ad promises benefits, though it’s 

soon learned that these benefits are optional, available if you 

pay for them, and only after three months on the psychic 

lines. The job pays $6.50 an hour—no raises. 

I applied. 

For no apparent reason, the job application is needlessly 

long, the most thorough examination for any job I’ve ever had. 

When filling out the application, I was unaware that each 

week a new crew of potential psychics paraded through 

Northwest Nevada Telco’s second floor to be trained. The 

employee turnover rate must have been channeled from the 

fifth dimension. Of the group I was trained with, I was the 

longest surviving worker. The others quit soon after training. 

Few stayed more than a month. 



9$a& Catvtad 

Psychic line infomercials may present a cordial office setting 

where flattering women with large smiles promise the impossible. 

The psychic-line reality is completely different. 

The psychics are a colorful bunch. There’re punks, white 

trash, junkies, rappers, tweekers (crank being Reno’s drug of 

choice to make the 24-hour lifestyle more, uh, passable), psy- 

chics-for-life, retirees, 60s throwbacks with graying hair, bloodshot 

eyes, and an questionable knowledge for The Other. NNT hires 

pretty much anyone desperate for a quick paycheck. New 

employees are provided ground rules and sign contracts agreeing 

to abide by them. One entire form is dedicated to the “dress 

code.” Clause number four states: “All, agents must be clean when 

coming to work. Any agent who has an offensive body odor will be 

asked to go home and correct the problem. After the problem has 

been corrected the agent may return to work in the office. Please 

do not use colognes or perfume to disguise the body odor. It does 

not help and some agents may be allergic.” 

The job allows a half-hour lunch and two 10- minute breaks. 

The break room, where psychics and phone-sex workers have to 

eat, is consumed in smoke. Its walls are permanently stained 

yellow-brown. Posted notices and flyers hide the room’s true color, 

a noticeably lighter shade of yellow. One small table sits outside 

the room for non-smokers. I was told a good portion of the night 

crew opts to spend break time in the parking lot to smoke pot. 

Even the day-shift monitors don’t blink an eye when morning 

workers show up with dangerously bloodshot eyes and slightly 

incoherent greetings. 

After my first few days there, I had witnessed die-hard 

psychics who could describe the people they were talking to 

over the phone, readers who decorated their cubicles with 

crystals and other metaphysical paraphernalia, and those 

who simply told callers what they wanted to hear—deliberately 

lying in order to keep the callers on the line. A mandatory 

average “hold-time” of 8 1/2 minutes must be maintained by 

tarot card readers. The best psychics could keep callers on¬ 

line for 20 minutes before the computer automatically killed 

the connection. I think it was an FCC mandate to have an 

automatic cutoff—apparently too many people get addicted 

to psychic and phone-sex services and then don’t have the 

funds to pay for their indulgences. I once did a reading for 

someone who wanted to know how they could pay for their 

$2,000 phone bill. 

Some readers are good at consistently whipping callers 

into a psychic frenzy. One in particular would stand up at his 

cubicle, rest his hands on his fat beer gut, lisp exactly like 

Stuart Smalley, and raise his voice, spewing forth one awful 

cliche after another: 

“You know what? You’re feeling stressed,” he’d bellow. 

“You know what’s happening don’t you? You know what 

happens when you shake up a can of soda pop, don’t ya? 

You shake it, shake it, shake it and pretty soon, WHAT 

HAPPENS?! It explodes! Doesn’t it? Ohhh kaaay? So, what 

you need to do, is...” 

He always concluded his spurts of psychic gospel with 

an obnoxious, “Ohhhh kaaaay?” I actually counted him bellowing 
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Journal Selections: Seven ^Dxup, Online 

November 6, 1996 
I went on-line today after one day of training 

and one and a half days of “listening." Training 

went well. My first impression of the job was 

that there are a lot of big women working there. 

I mean big. Large amounts of jostling flesh. 

Unlike most jobs, this one so far seems to be 

free from authoritative, condescending behavior 

from superiors. And everyone appears relatively 

stress-free. I had my cards read by one of the 

psychics. Like with many things, I’m skeptical 

and always have been even though my mom 

reads tarot cards and believes in them. My 

reader knew stuff about me and my girlfriend 

before she laid down a card. Everyone else I 

talked to said they either didn’t believe in the 

cards (one said she thought it was cultist crap) 

at first or were believers to begin with, and 

everyone there behaves as if it’s made their 

lives improve. 

I still remain indifferent. I preface my calls 

with the simple question: “What’s on your mind 

today?” 

If the callers weren’t instantly irritated—"You tell 

me!” is the frequent reply—the most common response 

is, “I don’t know.” You know there’s a problem with a 

country that doesn't even know what it’s thinking at 

any given moment and spends a lot of money to tell 

you so. 

Most calls indicate the card’s signals (vague 

suggestions) seem to match most people’s situations. 

From what I viewed, and experienced, this also 

seems to be true. 

I only had three calls today. 

“SAddon” beat up his girlfriend, landed himself 

in jail and wanted to know if she wanted him back. All 

the cards pointed to “no.” I told him he’d have to work 

through his problems in order for him to trust her. 

“Sonia” just found out she was pregnant, she 

informed me in hushed tones. In tears, she desperately 

asked whether she should keep the kid. All the cards 

said “no,” according to the system we were told to 

use to answer yes-or-no questions: out of three 

cards, three cards upright means “yes”; two upright is 

a “possible yes”; one upright is a “possible no” and 

so on. I asked her if she was struggling with reli- 

-X 

gious beliefs. She was. I told her she would 

have to decide if religious principles outweighed 

the practicality of having a kid. She was still in 

tears when she hung up. 

“Matt” wanted to know about his 

finances. I asked him, according to the card’s 

suggestion, if he’d made a rash business decision 

recently. He said he gave $400 to a buddy the 

day before so the guy could buy a car. His 

friend didn’t buy the car. I told Matt to be care¬ 

ful with his money. 

November 7, 1996 
I quickly noticed most of my coworkers 

say, “Hi, welcome to your psychic advisor.” Some 

have a preoccupation with their psychic abilities. I 

say, “Hi, welcome to the psychic advisor." 

Today: 

“JaAepAine” wants to move far away from 

Detroit. Her 13-year-old is a huge problem for 

the school system. He’s banned from almost 

every school in the Detroit area. She’s 

desperate to move to where her husband is. 

“Ohhhh kaaaay” over 80 times in one call. Through this 

entire routine, he would stare directly through other readers 

around him with wild, unhealthy eyes. And he would have 

the best average hold time week after week. He often 

received the $25 bonus. 

My favorite readers pinpointed to the exact month when 

a caller would “come into some money.” Perverse messages 

weren’t intended, but at the same time it was tacitly ignored 

that each one of us was caught in a demented situation, all 

for the same reason: we were committed to do the impossible, 

to provide positive morale to an increasingly dysfunctional 

nation (plus a few Canucks) one distressed individual at a 

time. In order to bring peace of mind to a nation of millions, 

all readers are armed with a deck of tarot cards and—more 

often than not—the intellect of Silly Putty. 

One particularly hyperactive psychic would loudly tell 

everybody about her experimentation with bondage, how she 

blames her history of depression on the Ritalin doctors made 

her take as a kid, and at one point—probably in a fit of 

boredom that smoke and coffee breaks refused to abate— 

she even flashed a line monitor her tits. She was written up 

for that stunt. 

Another reader didn’t hold back from telling coworkers 

tAe^e people axe putting, faith in tandem individuate who Aland a peed chance of not Being in delict Ahape themedvee. 
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“£i&a,” 18, wants to know what happened 

to her dog. He’s been missing for two months. I 

told her I suspected foul play. That’s what the 

cards implied. 
“Stasia ” married for seven years, wants 

to know if her husband’s cousin would’ve made 

a better life-partner. 

“Stannic,” 55, probably has cancer. I 

recommended a second opinion. 

November 8, 1996 
Today: 
“Slat” was a skeptic. I couldn’t help her. 

“Jean” could not speak English very, well. 

The entire conversation was me thinking she 

was talking about her lover. I later realized her 

“babbefadduh” was her BABY’S FATHER. She 

was calling on her last day of work, from her 

work phone, about $75 worth. Her outlook was 

as bleak as they come. 
“Meayan” 18, was in a fight with another 

girl. Her boyfriend intervened after the girl's 

boyfriend got involved. In turn, Meagan’s 

boyfriend was shot by the other girl’s boyfriend a few 

days later. They haven’t been getting along since. He 

dropped charges so he could have somebody kill the 

guy who shot him. They’ve been going out for three 

months and are now living together. 

“Viola,” 58, has been married one year. Her 

abusive husband tried to break her neck by putting 

her in a headlock. The husband has a history of 

cocaine abuse, and Viola suspects he may be using 

again. He has a new car, cologne, haircut and goes 

to church. He’s verbally abusive. I recommended she 

go to a women’s shelter before he beats her again. 

“Janette,” 45, is married to “Arthur.” She cheated 

on him recently with “Allan.” Arthur was sexually 

abused in the military. 

November 11, 1996 
Today: 

52, has a husband who’s cheating on 

her. She found comfort in another guy, who is married 

and 32. She felt guilt about her involvement with him. 

“John,” 23, loves "Matthew,” but Matthew’s 

still attached to “Michael,” an abusive ex-boyfriend. I 

recommended that John be patient—to exhibit 

strength and understanding to Matthew. 

November 21, 1996 
After a week’s worth of sick time off, I’m 

back consoling the dysfunctional once again. 

After only a few full-time days—I was sent 

home twice when I was chosen to be an 

“extra”—I’d come to a few early conclusions 

about the job. The misery is predictable: 

everyone is broke, worried about a relationship 

and there’s usually drugs, alcohol and/or abuse 

involved. Kids too. 
Most of the people calling are black women, 

Younger black women. Some days I'll talk with 

one male out of 15 callers. I’m able to converse 

more comfortably with females, especially 

younger ones. Old women are often extremely 

difficult to communicate with. A contrast of 

experiences doesn’t help those calls. Men tend 

to put up a front more than women, but I get 

my share of bitchy women too. A lot of 

Southerners call. 

ir 

about his pot-smoking habit. Within a week of taking calls he 

leaned back in his chair, either asleep or stoned, and fell over 

with a crash. Readers on each side of him subjected their callers 

to abrupt laughter. 

Maybe it was that the chairs readers have to sit in are in 

various states of over-use: backs are loosely angled in distorted 

positions, wheels are missing from the legs, and the heights are 

permanently set above reasonable levels. 

Another reader, who was gracious enough to try out her new 

tarot deck on me, requested I reciprocate her reading with one 

of my own. My first card for her suggested she may be feeling 

guilty about something. She said it was something she “wasn’t 

sure she should tell me about,” just before she unrolled her 

sleeve to expose needle-bruised track marks on her arm. She 

said she didn’t know why she started shooting up smack the 

week before. 

With the zero quality standards for hiring—all they asked me 

was when I could come in for training—it doesn’t end up as a 

coincidence that the psychics’ lives often mirror the callers’ 

dilemmas. One day I consoled a distraught lesbian, who was 

curious about why her lover left her. Her lover had to witness her 

beating the shit out of her other lover. A week later a new female 

coworker waltzed into work with a black eye, the kind of shiner 

domestic violence victims would blame on male spouses. The 

coworker explained she got into a fight with her “roommate.” 

She went on about how her “roommate” was moving out, 

“taking everything ... even the bed.” Oops. 

Some readers invoked the word of God and the lord 

Jesus. A rabid Christian clairvoyant often spoke about her 

past history of addictions to prescription pills. She’d frequently 

inform callers of her problems involving a decade of depression, 

countless shrinks, and her belief in The Lord, until, finally, 

she got passed it all, except for her Jesus fetish, which she 

claimed was what saved her. Her transgression brought her 

to this job. Then she got fired after a few months—she told a 

homosexual caller she didn’t believe in his gayness and 

refused to do his reading. 

Most callers simply bullshitted their way through 20- 

minute hold times using middle-school level counseling. 

Others told it like it was: they read the cards verbatim, some¬ 

times struggling with words such as “duplicity,” a word the 

inverted Ten of Wands card maintains. 

The telco psychics read tarot cards to predict the future 

and affirm the caller’s past and present. Starter decks are 

issued to new employees for $13 out of the first paycheck. 

Explicit text is printed on the cards offering vague suggestions 
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Most people call about matters that aren’t 

difficult to rectify with a little thinking. They need 

someone to tell them what to do. Their concerns 

are often addressed just by talking about them. 

In the case of those who blab, they just need 

somebody to talk to. It costs them anywhere 

from $10 to $100 to do so. 

To me, these people are putting faith in 

random individuals who stand a good chance of 

not being in better shape themselves. The blind 

leading the blind. I do my best to be practical in 

my calls. If it looks shitty, I kindly let them know. 

No use lying like many of my coworkers do. 

They made the call, not me. 

Five calls today. 

“tReua” 36, is seeing “Charlie" and has 

totaled three cars in the past year. She is broke 

and raising her son, but can’t get a job because 

of the car situation. 

“jMiina” 18, is pregnant, wants to move 

out and wanted to know if she would get back 

together with her abusive ex-boyfriend. 

“ttUuj.” 29, is married to "Frank," who 

*- 

doesn’t care about her. They have two children. She 

wants to go back to school, which I supported. Frank’s 

against it. Rosy wants a divorce. I told her she needs 

to do what’s best for her, like I tell them all. 

“3ie£en” in her 50s, is caring for her sick mom 

full time. They both just filed bankruptcy because they 

have no income and can’t work. Helen got mad at me 

for my “negative” reading and because I wasn’t giving 

her “any hope for the future.” She hung up on me. 

“Jiwuj,” 22, is a lesbian. Her brother got her 

fired from her job after he stole money and left evidence 

in Kerry’s car, implicating her. She lives with “Pam," 

her lover. 

35, is married but wanting a divorce. 

She’s seeing her past lover of 10 years ago. Their sex 

and everything else is “intense" in their affair. It's a long 

distance relationship, and “Nick" her lover is having 

some doubts. He’s married too. He claims he doesn’t 

love his wife but is afraid to leave. Ellie is anxious. 

November 25, 1996 
Three notable calls today: 

“ivomica” 44, has been separated from her 

-K 

husband since July. Her daughter is spreading 

rumors about her to her husband. She threat¬ 

ened to return the favor to her daughter’s 

husband. Her husband moved away from her, 

so she followed him. She now lives three blocks 

away from him and bragged to me that he did¬ 

n’t even know it yet. 

“£am,” 40, is seeing his ex-girlfriend but 

is married. Both are cheating on him. His recent 

job advancement made his coworkers jealous. 

“OomU” 21, just broke up with her 

boyfriend and lost her job. Her English skills were 

poor. 

November 26, 1996 
Today I had the best call ever. The call to 

end all calls. The last call I’ll document, until— 

.if—another can top this one. I doubt it, but it’s 

pointless to log a journal like this when a climax 

has been reached. A resolution is the end of 

the job, and that’s not in the immediate future. 

ufhA? 36, is an artist. The first card 

suggested she was experiencing anxiety. I asked 

as to what the cards may mean for the caller. Using a 10-card 

spread, the tarot cards hold different meanings depending on 

where the card is placed in sequence and whether it’s placed 

right-side-up. Readers are encouraged to use advanced decks, 

with no suggestions, at their own expense. Psychic research is 

also viewed as an empowering incentive, as is, according to my 

trainers, sleeping with the tarot decks—”to get to know them,” 

they told us. Again, perversity wasn’t the intention. 

Callers expect a transcendental experience. From TV’s 

fantasyland of infomercials, where much of the line’s business is 

generated, the subtext promises a brighter future where readers 

tell callers about themselves. Callers want to be told, as the ads 

imply, that they’re going to receive a million dollars within a 

month and all will be well. 

The downtrodden call with this glimmer of hope in mirlti. 

Then readers have to listen to predictable themes of caller misery: 

the callers are broke, worried about lovers, drug abuse often 

plays a role, they’re disabled, depressed, their spouses beat 

them, they want to know when they’ll have children, and occasion¬ 

ally readers are asked to find lost dogs and personal treasures. 

High employee turnover at NNT exists probably for two reasons: 

sitting through hours of someone else’s misery and during 

lulls, your own. 

Naturally, many callers are skeptics. Male callers with 

Southern accents tended to poke fun, in that Southern way, 

at the notion of psychic phenomenon. 

“I jus' wanna know if ya’II are fer real,” they would quip. 

After they were either surprised, or faced with the expected 

bullshit (their judgment, not mine), they would act as if nothing 

in their lives had changed—which was probably true. They 

occasionally resorted to name calling. In either case, it wasn’t 

uncommon for callers to think they had one up on the psychic 

unknown. Of course, they’d spend $10-$100—up to $4.99 a 

minute—to reaffirm what they already suspected. It was an 

odd display of self-congratulatory logic. 

The calls are monitored by alternating listeners to ensure 



about it. I ask a lot of questions. Unlike some 

of my coworkers who are supposedly clairvoyant, 

I can’t see images. I can only visualize based 

on the caller’s voice and what the cards suggest. 

I lend credence to the cards only because the 

job requires it. Normally I’m not so sure. I gave 

sample readings to friends, and most attempts 

proved pointless. Since the job requires it, and 

that’s what callers are paying for, I do what I’m 

expected to do. I’m not at odds with my con¬ 

science at this job because nobody forces people 

to call in the first place. Since they do, under 

their own free-will—and severely ill judgment—I 

can only do the best I can. That requires asking 

questions. 
Pat had a sorry tale to tell. She said that 

she was experiencing anxiety. In fact, she has 

panic disorder and is on medication for her anxi¬ 

ety. She’s agoraphobic. Her mother got radiation 

poisoning from a plutonium plant in Cleveland 

while Pat was in her womb. Pat said there were 

few side-effects: she’s abnormally immune to 

most diseases and illnesses, she's telepathic, 

and she “was born half-man half-woman,’’ a her¬ 

maphrodite. She gets panic attacks for numerous 

reasons. She said she gets visions of disasters before 

they happen. She said she can also change TV chan¬ 

nels without touching anything. Scientists study her, 

making her feel even more alienated. 

Her personal life is non-existent. She desires 

human contact but is fearful of rejection that she’s 

experienced so much of in the past. She’s a visual 

artist, and is influenced by virtual reality and artificial 

intelligence (she said she was familiar with the work 

of Mark Pauline). Her question was whether she 

should build up her sculpture studio as a business. 

She wants to hire models to come into her home studio 

so she can make a mold of them, to later carve a 

statue of them to sell via catalog to art dealers. Her 

dilemma was that she’s had similar enterprises in the 

past, some successful, but they all fail after she 

allows herself to be more sociable with people she 

interacts with. Pat said when that happens, relationships 

develop only to come to a halt when her new-found 

friends and lovers aren’t capable of dealing with her 

“little problem.’’ 

ir ■ .— 

Her last boyfriend finally left her because, 

Pat said, “he said he felt like he was having 

‘freak sex’” with her. 

It’s possible this call was a prank. I’ve 

received jokesters before, but this was the most 

genuine call I’ve had. I knew Pat wasn’t lying 

about certain things, or if she was, she had it 

worked out in advance. In either case, it didn’t 

matter. I appreciated the call, the full 20 

minutes of it, because the dilemmas discussed 

were probably never to be touched upon again. 

Freak misery holds a certain attraction over 

ordinary caller discontentment. If nothing else, 

it’s these calls that break up the routine. ® 

technical and ethical standards. The phone-sex lines (officially called 

“pop” or “fantasy” lines) are on one side the floor and can be 

monitored only by women. One tarot line-monitor was sensitive to the 

amount of noise phone-sex workers made. She refused to allow tarot 

card readers to sit in the adjacent row of cubicles, apparently in fear 

of tarot readers being subjected to free verbal orgasms. Other 

monitors had no qualms and left us to our giggles when Bondage and 

Domination calls were overheard. The phone-sex worker would clap 

her hands together, saying, “One! Two! Three!...” to simulate spanking 

the bad, sissy caller on the line. 

It’s all part of the psychic cycle at NNT to observe as 

normal what would otherwise be considered anything but. In 

this 1-900 number culture all that was predictable was that 

nothing was, except the new faces that appeared week after 

week to attempt to absolve the woes of the world for 

$6.50 an hour. ® 

y&u know there's, a pstohtem with a country that doesn't even 
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The Humid Press of the Day 

By J. Walker 

He leaned back against one 

of the Port Authority’s big glass 

windows and stared through the 

iridescent air at the tobacco 

shops and porno houses, waiting 

for Phoebe to show up. It was 

still morning—the first he’d seen 

blue mohawk, which he washed 

once a week and plastered up 

with gel and rubber cement. 

Phoebe laughed and told him 

that he was so ‘70s. He thought 

that mohawks were more early 

‘80s, but he didn’t say anything. 

His mouth was sticky and 

sore from a breakfast of Fritos 

and Starburst. The sun was burn¬ 

ing even more harshly by now and 

the pavement seemed to steam 

as they made their way to her 

house. She told him that she had 

quit smoking, and he was sur¬ 

prised to find that this fact had no 

real effect on him. He used to 

think it was the only fault she 

had, but now it just seemed like 

she was that much more distant. 

When he thought of them before, 

there was always the uncomfort¬ 

able distance that cigarettes 

helped explain away, but now it 

was only the heat of the day that 

kept them lethargic and alone. 

Phoebe had haunted his 

memory for a long time. He 

would sit for hours and wonder 

just what it was that she meant 

to him, what he meant to him- 

* self. He had never had many 

friends, and so those he did find 

in days-which added to the fog he'd an inCredible P°Wer 0ver 

that set in with the massive heat ^ She had t0'd him that * was 

of summer. He leaned back and g°°d th6y W°U'dn,t be Seeing 

watched the ratty folks who made^ °th6r f°r 3 Wh"e'that their 

their way to and from the station "VeS ^ t0° C°nf"Cting' She 

pushing and pulling their ratty ’ dldrVt W3nt him‘ When he got 

belongings with them. The last 

time he’d seen Phoebe was two 

years ago, when she was a senior 

in high school and he was 16. 

They’d never been in love or had 

a big fight, though he had imag¬ 
ined both. 

home he took a shower and 

stood dripping in front of a full- 

length mirror, looking into his own 

eyes for answers. His eyes taunt¬ 

ed him, flinging back her words— 

her empty excuses—into his face. 

He lunged at the mirror and kick 

„ , sent it in on itself, dropping 
She eventually came bounc- * ’ & 
town the siripwaiu shards like jagged rain- He stood 

bleeding and sobbing among the 

shards, feeling more than alone. 

That was all a distant mem¬ 

ory now... It was almost as 

though it had all happened to 

someone else. The girl he was 

with now could never have done 

that to him. 

Air conditioning was at first a 

relief after the rank stench of the 

mg down the sidewalk towards 

him with cat-eyed sunglasses and 

a Cheshire grin. They hugged like 

cousins in front of a disinterested 

cop, and she pushed him back to 

look at his hair. When they’d last 

seen each other, his hair was 

long and gnatty, various shades 

of purple and brown and hanging 

down into his green eyes. Now 

his face was the root of a spiked 



subway, but the chilly air soon 

became oppressive as the sweat 

that had soaked his shirt and 

boxer shorts began to chill. It 

became an unwelcome, sticky 

presence in the awkwardly dark 

and formal rooms of her house. 

They rifled through the refrigerator 

looking for something to eat, 

coming up empty-handed. He 

looked into her freckled face, all 

aglow in the refrigerator’s soft 

light. Her features seemed oddly 

angelic, as if they were from 

some origin beyond that of her 

frizzy red hair, tucked back by the 

black sunglasses. Some of the 

old awkward silence was starting 

to creep back, and so they head¬ 

ed back outside to let the hot 

asphalt soak it up. 

The sweat began to run 

almost as soon as the wall of 

humidity met their bodies, and 

soon their feet began to drag as 

they headed toward Broadway for 

lunch. His hair was solid, like 

steel wool. As the sun beat down, 

little balls of rubber were solidify¬ 

ing and dropping in to his close- 

shaven scalp, tumbling out in a 

gooey avalanche when he rubbed 

his head. A moving van was 

parked by the side of the street, 

and a new mattress was sitting 

out by the curb. Phoebe ran ancj^ 

began to jump on the mattress, 

sending herself up into the liquid 

air like an astronaut on some fiery 

planet. He joined her in motion, 

bouncing on the beats when she 

was in the air, and they sent each 

other higher and higher, beads of 

sweat flying from their temples. 

The mattress protested with 

croaks and groans as their two 

tired bodies cut streaks into the 

brown-grey New York summer. 

They laughed and ran as movers 

poked their heads out of windows 

and yelled at them. 

They got pizza and took it 

to the lower level of the restau¬ 

rant, where the walls were plas¬ 

tered with mirrors and giant pic¬ 

tures of food. It was an uneasy 

feeling, eating in a room walled- 

in by mirrors. The two of them 

stared into the infinity of them¬ 

selves projected onto every wall. 

They watched each other in 

reflection, in descending forms, 

fading into impossible distances, 

interrupted only by giant subma¬ 

rine sandwiches. 

He had once been obsessed 

with illusions and with architec¬ 

ture that could fool your eyes. He 

found beauty in highway under¬ 

passes with interlocking arches 

as easily as in the mock-relief 

paintings of the Sistine Chapel. 

He had cultivated an Escher-like 

aesthetic and started to think of 

himself as a complicated illusion. 

He was determined to disprove 

reality, to push every rule of 

humanity into the next dimen¬ 

sion, to watch it quiver as it lost 

all meaning. In this hall of mir¬ 

rors, he felt the coldness and 

horrifying immensity of the world 

he had created. 

Back in the heat, feeling the 

sweat warm back up and regain 

its flow, they continued moving. 

They made it to Central park, and 

he saw the gutter punks, scat¬ 

tered on the lawn like refugees of 

some terrible war. 

They stared at the two of 

them with junk-sick eyes like 

starving, pathetic dogs. They sat 

on a bench and watched two 

Jamaicans argue about a woman. 

One man was threatening to 

return and kill the other man if he 

didn’t take back something he 

said. He was straddling an old 

ten-speed and had a bike helmet 

strapped over his thick dread¬ 

locks. Phoebe was drinking a 

lemon-lime soda through a sticky 

straw and seemed to be distant 

in thought. The fight ended and 

one man left, but the other con¬ 

tinued to curse him with a beauti¬ 

ful Caribbean accent. 

In The Village they looked at 

bondage shops and cheesy five- 

and-ten-cent drug shops, all of 

which seemed to have been 

cloned from the same genes. 

Phoebe tried to steal a chain 

from one of them, but didn’t 

make it past the door. They 

laughed at some of the sex toys, 

but mostly it was getting boring 

and neither of them wanted to 

stay—they never had been able 

to shop together. 
She lit up a cigarette while 

they walked through Washington 

Square, it was the end of their 

day together. The usual battery of 

dealers was in full force at this 

time in the evening, and in the 

humid press of the day he won¬ 

dered if he had ever left the tomb 

of the pizza place, the terrible hall 

of mirrors. All of it—the drab 

buildings, parks and stores, the 

gutter punks and their unreal dirt- 

covered bodies—started colliding 

in his memory, cheap reflections 

of each other, until the whole city 

was just a falsehood—a great, 

shattered mirror. 
He wished they still had a 

mattress to jump above it, to 

break the mirror’s hold, to streak 

the dead city with something like 

life. He wiped his forehead on his 

damp t-shirt and turned to say 

goodbye. Phoebe was already 

walking the other way, waving and 

blowing him a smoky kiss. As she 

rounded the corner, he caught a 

glimpse of her hair—a simple red 

splotch—from a store window 

across the street. When the 

reflection disappeared, he was 

alone. He knew that he would 

never see her again. ® 
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CRACKLE! 
records 

Some catchy PUNK ROCK 7" for yer... 

UK: £1.80 each / £5 for 3 / £8 for 5 
Postage: 60p first 7”, 20p each extra 

Europe: £3 each post paid 
US/World: $5 each post paid 
(or buy 'em from Mutant Pop) 

CROCODILE GOD 
“Mind The Cat" EP 

A brand new raging six tracker... 

,ha‘ hail from Uvefp°01 and take a 
" tL 66 °rd axe ,0 ,he door - ‘He guitars 

me al Thf™0 e,eVe" and ,h* ^ is ^ metal. The song writing ,s great, the delivery is great 
the harmon.es are there ... Fab!" (Tim @ Mutant Pop) 

CHOPPER/BLEW 
“Split" EP 

•Two new Chopper songs, one the catchiest they’ve 
written yet (maybe), the other a Leatherface rip off! 

Blew come from Tokyo and write catchy-as-fuck songs 
in a Gain/Jawbreaker style with the songwriting suss 

of the Clash... just buy it. ok?* (Some loser at Crackle) 

dONfISHER 
“Setting New Standards 

in Apathy" EP 
•Fast melodic pop punk as only the English can play 
Catchy, ht-energy music... Think J Church crossed 
wrth Leatherface. This was recorded and produced 

by Frankie Stubbs. Another excellent release 
from Crackle* (MRR #165) 

J CHURCH 
“The Dramatic History 
Of A Boring Town“ EP 

*3 songs as good as any they’ve done before. 
Lance’s trademark melodic guitarwork and cynically 

poetic insights are still there, as strong as ever. 
More celebrations of the misery and inspiration of 

everyday life. Good stuff" (MRR #165) 

SKIMMER 
“Uncool" EP 

‘Some heart-stopping harmonies and enough 
marks on our cool-o-meter to place them up 
there w/ the Doughboys at their (early) best. 

If you got into music for power, melody, 
clever songwriting, blazing gtrs and great vocals 

then Skimmer are the boys for you* (Real Overdose) 

CHOPPER 
“For Youth And Valour" EP 
'More awesome buzzsaw pop punk from this 

UK band. Killer material and all... A UK 
Face To Face/Blink. Speedy, catchy, and solid. 

The Crackle legacy continues* (MRR #165) 

TOAST 
“Come Dancing With ...” EP 

This rocks) Fast, snotty punk rock, like a 
raw Screeching Weasel with vocals 

reminiscent of Jelio Biafra„ 
Grab M while it’s hot* (MRR #165) 

Crackle is distributed by: 
Shellshock (UK) 

1000 Flowers/Mutant Pop (US) 
Rhetoric (US) 

Snuffy Smile (Japan) 
We also sell/distribute/endorse 

and sleep with Mutant Pop Records. 

Shops/Distros/Labels get in touch. 
We need more distro and deal direct. 

Send SAE/2 IRCs for a Big Cool 
Punk Rock Mailorder List ... 
100’s of records from 1977 

through to last week. 

All cheques/postal orders payable to “Cracklem 
crackle@thecafe.co.uk 

http://www.thecafe.co.uk/crackle 

Crackiel 
P.O.Box HP49 

Leeds 
LS6 4XL 

U.K. 
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COALESCE 
1 Safe Place 

V ep % 
THE FOLLOW UP TO THEIR HIGHLY ACCUUMEO DOR” EP OH EARACHE RECORDS. 
IHSANELV HEAVY NOISE GROOVE & CHAOTIC INSTRUMENTALISM FUSE TOGETHER 

WITH HARSH. RITTER VOCALS & BRUTALLY HOEUIGEHT LYRICS TO BRING SOME 0 
THE MOST BRUTAL. RESENTFUL INNOVATIVE. & DAMNED POWERFUL SIUIF SINCE. 

WELL NEVER. BECAUSE TO BE OWE HONEST, YOU'VE NEVER HEARS AHYTliHB 
QUITE IKE THIS. YOU'VE KABO EVERYONE FROM ALTERNATIVE PRESS TO KERRANI 

SING THEIR PRAISES. NOW FIND OUT WHAT THE HYPE IS ALL ABOUT. 

..if© Seduce The Choi* To One Soloist 
lp/ed 

no*/. BRUTAL CHAOTICORE ASSAULT FROM THIS CRITICALLY ACCUUMEO GERMAN 

MUJN6 MACHINE. IMAGINE EVIL METALLIC RIFFING. PUMHEUNG DOUBLE BASS, & 
THE ABSOLUTELY SICKEST THROAT SHREOOING VOCALS YOU'VE EVER HEARS, FROM 
A120MPH ONSLAUGHT INTO INTENSE, PUNISHING GROOVES, WHILE MAINYAMNO 
AN ABRASIVE NOISY FUROCITY THROUGHOUT. INNOVATIVE. CREATIVE. & SIMPLY 

INDESCRIBABLE TO SAY THE LEAST; EVEN SLAYER WHl BE FORCED TO BOW SOWN 

IF THERE WERE EVER A SOUNDTRACK TO WORLD DESTRUCTION THIS W«IU1 BE IT. 

OVERCAST 
Begging For Indifference^ 

7* / c« ep / cd ep 

THE LATEST RELEASE FROM THESE BOSTON CRUSHERS. INTENSE & FURIOUS 

METALCORE THAT'S NOT AFRAID TO MIX POWER ft SPEED WITH GROOVE DEMOTION. 

TWISTED. EERE. AND ABSOLUTELY DEVASTATING MUSIC COMBINE WITH POWERFUL 
SHREDDING. SCHIZOPHRENIC VOCALS TO CREATE SOMETHING SO EMt ft MANIACAL. 

THE KIDS GAVE OVERCASTS MUSIC ITS OWN LABE ■ THEY CALL IT “DEVHCORE". 

OVERCAST 
Expectations! Dilution 

ifU / cd 
A REISSUE OF THE DEBUT FULL LENGTH RELEASE FROM OVERCAST. REMASTERED a 

REPACKAGED. CD VERSION INCLUDES THE LOW LOST ‘BLEED INTO ONE" EP TO 
GIVE DM) OVER 70 MINUTES OF UNLEASHED BRUTALITY ft AN UNRIVALED 

kfTENSlftllAT WOULD MAKE KERRY XING PROUD. DON! MISS YOUR SECOND 
t CHANCE TO HEAR THE NEAR BLASPHEMOUS SOUNDS OF BOSTON’S HEAVIEST. 

MAILORDER PRICES: 7’ / CS EP = $3.50, CD EP = $7. LP/CS = $7, CD = $10 

ID / AMERICAN EXPRESS ORDERS, PLEASE CALL (215) 203VERY OR FAX TO (215) 426-3862,12 NOON TO 8 PM EST. 

OALESCE. EDISON, & OVERCAST: T-SHIRT = $10. LONGSLEEVE = $14, HOODED SWEATSHIRT OR WINDBREAKS s $25. POSTER = $5 

«l FAST PRIORITY MAIL DELIVERY ft $2 FOR OPTIONAL INSURANCE ON YOUR PACKAGE. LIMITED COLORED VINYL FOR Ml DIRECT MAILORDER CUSTOMERS. 
ADD; $1 PER 77CS/C0. $2 PER IP/T-SHIRT, $S PER HOOD (CANADA). OR S2.S0 PER 77CS/CD. $6 PER LP/T-SHIRT, $10 PER HOOD (EUROPE ft WORLD) 

WE ALSO CARRY OVER 200 OTHER HARDCORE/PUNK/METAL/INDIE LABELS STUFF. 
KIDS. SEND $1 (USA), $3 (WORLD) FOR OUR HU6E 80 PAGE MAILORDER CATALOG. 
STORES & DISTRIBUTORS. FAX US AT (215) 426-9662 TO DEAL DIRECT. 

edisohrecordihcsis distributed direct by vert, but also available through carouhi roti 
mm. LUMBERJACK. RELAPSE CHOKE. REVELATIDK EBULUTWK RHETORIC. BLMOSPOT. A OTHERS. 

edison recordings p.o. box 4-2586 Philadelphia pa 19101-2586 usa 



Write far *fmemia$ 
Triple X Record! 

Good Clean Fun,.,.My Ass 

Dickies, 

««*• 
Ad** 

Sloppy Seconds, 

ft* 

Naked Aggression, 

Illustrated CATALOG! 
please send one US $ or 
4 US Stamps or 4 IRCs. 

For a plain but complete 
LIST of records, send 
us a US stamp or an IRC. 

Records & Stuff We Sell: 
106. LUNGFISH 'Indivisible' * © 
105. MAKE-UP Fine China in London 'After Dark' * © 

104. TRUSTY 'The Fourth Wise Man' * ©> 

103. FIRE PARTY complete discography ® 
102. THE WARMERS seif-titled * © 
101. BLUETIP 'Dischord No. 101' * © 
100. THE TEEN IDLES 1980 by Dischord's founders "® 
99. THE MAKE-UP u&rgsi® * © 
98. THE CROWNHATE RUIN JTSS * © 
96. SMART WENT CRAZY 'Now wre Even' * © 
95. BRANCH MANAGER self-titled * © 

90. FUGAZI 'Red Medicine’t* © 
71. NATION OF ULYSSES ’Plays Pretty for Baby' t* ©) 
40. MINOR THREAT CD has every song! © 
14. DISCHORD 1981 The Year in Seven Inches' © 

* regular CD, price © / + Cassette, price © / ++ CD single, price © 

NEW Price Guide, including postage, in U.S. $: 

U.S.A. SURFACE 
& CANADA Airmail 

7" 3.50 4.50 6.50 
© LP 8.00 10.00 13.00 
© CD 9.00 10.00 12.00 
© MaxiCD 11.00 12.00 14.00 
© CD single 4.00 5.00 7.00 

http://www.southern.com/dischord/ dischord@dischord.com 
Stores: We deal direct. Write us or fax us at (703) 351-7582 

3819 BEECHER ST. NW, WASH., D.C. 20007-1802 
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Stalking the Wild Orgasm 
I think everyone deserves the opportunity to be happy. Also, I 

think we owe it to ourselves to TRY to be happy. This isn’t just a 

passing fancy—it’s a matter of patriotic responsibility! So when I 

want to serve my country, I usually start at home. Sometimes 

that means baking a crusty loaf of bread or fresh batch of 

muffins. Occasionally I take an hour and give myself a manicure 

and pedicure, or a relaxing facial. But there are times when serv¬ 

ing my country can only mean serving my cunt. That’s right, jilling 

off. Bushwhacking. Or as some poet might have said, masturbat¬ 

ing to orgasm. 

The benefits to growing your own orgasms are tremendous. 

Masturbation is sex, though people don’t like to admit as much, 

and if done well can provide a nice cardiovascular workout. It’s 

the safest sex there is—I’d even go so far as to say it’s safer 

than no sex for some folks. To be sure, solo sex improves one’s 

creative and imaginary skills. Everyone makes fun of Penthouse 
and their cheesy “it really happened to me" letters, but lots of 

those same people—myself included—get off on them at the 

same time. If the sex described is really that mechanical, we 

must be making some mighty cognitive leaps somewhere 

between the page and our panties. If you’re not convinced, let 

me remind you: sex is fun. Everyone could stand to be better at 

it. This is a way to get better while still having more sex, which 

just leads to more and better sex! A pretty sweet deal, if you ask 

me. So let’s unzip and see what we can see... 

The punk community in particular seems to be a perfect 

microcosm of America’s sexual neuroses. Look through the micro¬ 

scope with me: “Oh, there’s a party. People are drinking. There’s a 

girl passed out in an upstairs bedroom, and three guys are head¬ 

ed for the doorway. One of them is reaching for his belt buckle. 

Hmmm, I don’t see any gay people. They must have to party sep¬ 

arately from the main pack. Here’s two guys— are they together? 

No, they’re talking about the girl over there, with the shaved head. 

She wouldn’t party with them, therefore she’s a dyke.” Now, hear 

me out. This is a harsh indictment of punk culture, but it’s based 

literally on my experiences as a teen in a so-called punk commu¬ 

nity. And I’m much more forgiving of punks, who in many cases 

didn’t have the same opportunities handed to them as the frat 

pigs who they’re unconsciously imitating. Smashing the state is a 

full-time job! Many of them didn’t have time to take “Our Bodies, 

Ourselves 101,” and as a result their sex centers got swept under 

the rug back at the squat. But punks are people too, and as such 
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DIY Orgasms 
By Heather L. Seggel 

want to procreate, to connect with each other sexually, to cele¬ 

brate how good bodies can feel. All those things require strong 

communication skills. Anyone can get drunk and rut in the dark, 

and that can be a fine way to spend a Saturday night, but I want 

better for you—for all of us. I want you to be so confident of your 

own sexual self that you bring all your lovers out of their shells 

and blow their minds with your skill and sensitivity. And to do that, 

you’ve got to start at home. 

Everyone has some sort of masturbation experience or story, 

whether it’s how you found out about “that stuff down there,” or 

your first time getting caught in the act, the outcome of which 

probably helped shape your future views on sex. It’s common 

ground, and people are talking about it more, but not enough. 

Can you remember the first time something you saw or read gave 

you a hard-on or got you wet? If you’ve had sexual abuse in your 

background, this may be a memory that combines the sexiness 

with some guilt or pain. It’s tricky, but try to isolate the pleasur¬ 

able aspect of the experience, even if it’s the shortest part. 

That’s the feeling you want to play with. The thrill of discovery. I 

get a desexed version of it now when I work crossword puzzles 

and get one of the bigger answers, that momentary sensation of, 

“AHA!" Even in that context it’s a charge. But when I think about 

how the neighbor kids kicked me out of their fort one day and I 

spied through a knothole and saw them looking at a hazy red 

photograph of a naked woman, well, that’s what really does it for 

me. And your first assignment is to either recall or invent a story 

that does the same for you. 

“But Teacher," I hear you protest, “We wanna take our pants 

off!” All in good time, liebchens. Part of increasing your bliss is 

delaying gratification, if only for a few minutes. I mean, if you’re 

insatiably horny and just want to get some sleep, even the worst 

porno movie can bring you off. We’re trying to turn you on, not 

put you to sleep. But in the spirit of compromise, you can strip 

down to your underwear if you wish, because we'll be getting into 

hands-on territory very shortly. 

The fifteenth edition of Taber’s Cyclopedic Medical 
Dictionary defines orgasm as follows: “a state of physical and 

emotional excitement, especially that which occurs at the cli¬ 

max of sexual intercourse.” You homy toads may not know it 

now, but that definition has the power to change your life. Have 

you ever worried over the difference between vaginal versus cli- 

toral orgasms, ladies? Have any of you lads ejaculated prema¬ 

turely, only to go on and experience a feeling like the wind 
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being knocked out of you in the nicest way imaginable? Have 

any of you ever wondered if that feeling you were having that 

felt so good might be, but no, it COULDN'T be, I mean, it 

would be different, wouldn’t it? Shouldn't I be seeing fireworks? 

So it couldn’t be THAT, could it? But it is!! There are physiologi¬ 

cal features that comprise orgasm, and there are lots of good 

books that discuss them in detail if you’re interested. However, 

my experience has been that the more technical information 

you give people about sex without any supplementary experien¬ 

tial facts, the more people take that information and twist it 

around to demean themselves and their experiences. A quick 

f’rinstance: I’m a lesbian, have been all my life. I started jerking 

off quite young and always climaxed via my clit. This was a fine 

thing by me until the day I read about vaginal orgasms, the 

kind you have with a penis or some such tubular thing in you. I 

immediately decided I was doing everything wrong, that pene¬ 

tration was the way to go and this just proved what all those 

religious types were always saying. This aberration in my nor- 

mally-lucid thinking lasted about a week, until I learned some 

fantastic things you can do with fresh guavas and a minimum 

of clothing, and came (repeatedly) to my senses. But it was 

scary when it happened, and someone who doesn’t think about 

sex 27 hours a day like me will take longer to throw off those 

shackles. If you are in doubt, ask yourself: did it feel good? Did 

I come? If not, what happened, what did I feel? If you had a 

sensation of rising excitement followed by a peaking, however 

small, you’re most likely in the ballpark. Best of all, it’s time to 

slip out of those underthings and look at some ways to up your 

pleasure averages. 

Techniques and Technology 
So here we are, all naked and excited and ready to get 

down and boogie, right? But there's something wrong... I just 

don’t feel very sexy all of a sudden, the mood is off, I think l 

heard a burglar tapping around downstairs. Relax, it’s natural to 

be nervous when confronted by your big, bad sexual self. So 

let’s pop something in the VCR and get that energy flowing in 

the right direction again. 

Porno movies are a fine way to get yourself in the mood for 

solo sex, to learn by viewing about things you may only have 

heard of, and to get ideas about things you might like to try. They 

can also be one of the quickest trips to a turnoff, because they're 

movies. It’s their nature to be visual. You don’t want to be 

halfway to paradise and suddenly see something that freaks you 

out. So rent a few videos and scan them first, to make sure the 

content appeals to you. And if the first batch doesn’t pan out, 

keep trying. When I was reviewing videos, I was dismayed at how 

dry the lesbian and heterosexual ones left me and started beat¬ 

ing myself up for being a prude. Lo and behold, the next one I 

saw was a collection of gay men jacking off and peeing on one 

another, which burned itself into my imagination and turned me 

on more than I thought possible. The moral? Trust your instincts, 

and don’t rule anything out along the way— like masturbation 

itself, enjoying it won't addict you. If porno seems too scary and 

you don’t have a friend you can send out to the video store, may 

I suggest a bedtime story? 

Porno on paper (the overly polite call it “erotica") is one of 

the nicest things that can happen to your mind. I prefer it for 

our purposes here for several reasons. You can read about far 

more explicit sex acts than the law wants you to view. It’s 

cheaper and can be purchased more discreetly, a plus for us 

shy folk. And it’s the equivalent of a StairMaster workout for 

the imagination, which is what this is all about. Even the lowest 

of lowbrow pulp stories isn’t going to reach out and stroke 

you—it’s got to touch your brain first and inspire you to action. 

You give dimension to the characters and their situation, and 

engineer their fate to suit your whims. Look at you! Playing God 

like that, and you haven’t even written anything. Why, just the 

sight of you makes me a little hot... Whoa, see what I mean? 

You have the world's most potent aphrodisiac nestled between 

your ears. Use it. 

So now you’ve watched your ratty bootleg of “Debbie Does 

Dallas", read half of the latest Penthouse Letters, and you’re 

juiced up and ready to go. Perhaps you’re trying to honor your 

body and thank it for years of service, so you’ve taken a relaxing 

bath, lit some candles, had a glass of wine. You’re in that perfect 

sensual zone, relaxed but also attuned to every sensation your 

body experiences. Are you giving yourself a preliminary massage? 

Touching yourself everywhere except your genitals, and finding a 

host of hot spots you never knew you had? Feeling the precum 

ooze from your dick, or the first wet flushes dampen your thighs? 

Oh, God, yes. Yes! This is perfect, it’s Heaven, it’s... 

Aaaugh! What’s that buzzing noise? 

Oops, sorry, just warming up the of vibrator. I forgot some 

people are squeamish about bringing outside equipment into 

the bedroom. But friends, let me tell you: I can’t vouch 

emphatically enough for the use of sex toys and tools. Making 

or buying an item specifically for sexual use affirms you and 

your sexuality in a powerful way. When I was just a baby dyke, I 

had some insensitive friends who didn’t understand my reluc¬ 

tance to swim in the dating pool. More than once someone told 

me, “Girl, you need to get laid." This didn’t fill me with plucky 

resolve. Rather, I felt doomed to live out the rest of my days 

alone, too geeky to love or lay. It was years later that l tried my 

first vibrator, a tiny battery-powered thing. I did have an orgasm 

with it, more from the thrill of trying something new than the 

toy’s wimpy motor, but my triumph was overwhelmed by a huge 

wash of shame. The message hidden in my friends’ teasing was 

appearing before me like a 50-foot-tall billboard: you’re using 

that thing because you can’t get a live human being to have 
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sex with you! Look at you! Loser! I was mortified. Thankfully, a 

little voice in my head spoke up, reminding me that I DID 

choose to buy the toy, and I WAS getting laid on my own terms, 

which was more than my friends could lay claim to. I tried to 

focus on the billboard again, but it was disappearing... and I 

was coming hard, and smiling. 

It’s amazing the amount of anti-sex bullshit programming the 

most well-intentioned friends will try to wipe off on you, the poi¬ 

sonous bottom line always being, “If you don’t do it the way I do, 

there’s something wrong with you.” Making a toy, making a point 

to have it exactly the way you want, is a wonderful affront to 

these demons. Plus, you end up with some great conversation 

pieces for your coffee table. You and your sex are sacred, and 

worth it. 
Here are two simple toys you can throw together at a 

moment’s notice, which require no fancy or costly parts. The 

ideas for these and countless other homemade goodies can be 

found in Kinky Crafts (see resource list for info). A low-tech 

pocket pussy can be constructed from a can, a few odd socks, 

a plastic bag and a few rubber bands. Open the can at both 

ends (a large soup can should work fine for everyone but Jeff 

Stryker), smoothing any rough edges in the metal with a nail 

file. Push a sock all the way through the can, and lop the open 

end over the top edge of the can. Repeat this step until you’ve 

created a nice, snug spot. The plastic bag is your liner—slide it 

in last, and rubber band the overlapping edge to the can 

securely, so it and the socks don’t slide around too much. Add 

your lubricant of choice—since this is solo sex, you can use 

whatever you like and not worry about breaking down the bag— 

and voile! Enjoy. 
If you’re out of cucumbers but you work in an office, try this 

bubblewrap dildo on for size. Take a piece of bubblewrap and 

roll it into a tube, the size and length of which make you think 

all sorts of naughty things. Tape it at the top and bottom, and 

slide a condom over it so the tape doesn t scratch you. Don t 

like the size you made? Just peel it and start over! This is a 

great toy, much firmer than you’d imagine, and aside from the 

vegetable kingdom, one of the best and cheapest ways to find 

out what size dildo or butt plug tickles your fancy. (If you do 

make a bubblewrap butt plug, remember to either make it long 

or else somehow flare the base—I want you to have a good 

time, not go to the hospital with a padded envelope rolled up 

and stuck in your ass.) 
These are easy toys to make, and hopefully they’ll inspire you 

to invent new and as yet unheard of turn-ons, and also to buy 

the creations of others. Moreover, I hope you’re looking at 

orgasms as an adventure worth having, and yourself as a deserv¬ 

ing recipient. Make a play-date with yourself and keep it, even if 

it means a day off from work. Consider it a mental health 

expense... or just another day in service to your country. ® 

A Very Short Resource List 

Kinky Crafts: 101 Do-It-Yourself S/M Toys, by Lady Green and 

Jaymes Easton, could bring out the Martha Stewart in any sex- 

lover. It is geared toward S/M, as the title says, but there are lots 

of ideas here that the average vanilla bean could apply. People 

often classify S/M as “anything I would never do,“ right before 

they ask to be tied up and spanked— so don’t assume anything 

until you’ve checked it out. Kinky Crafts is available by mail from 

Greenery Press, 3739 Balboa Ave. #195, San Francisco, CA 

94121, for $25 postpaid. Be smart and state you’re over 21. 

Good Vibrations. Two little words that mean so much. First, 

there are the two retail stores in Northern California serving all 

your book and toy needs. Then there’s the mail order branch, 

with two separate catalogs—one for toys, one for books and 

video, so there’s space to catalog both thoroughly. I’ve called 

the mail order number (it’s (415) 974-8990, by the way) with 

a question about this or that product, sometimes as a cover for 

a really embarrassing question. Once or twice I’ve succumbed 

to a giant giggle-fit on the phone—well, you say “butt plug five 

times and see what happens. Anyway, their staff has always 

been polite to a fault, extremely well-educated about their 

stock, and able to make recommendations and suggestions 

when working with almost no input from me. They make it look 

easy, and make you feel heard and valued. I don t have experi¬ 

ence with other toy distributors because I never had to look 

beyond Good Vibes. Catalogs are $2.00 each from 938 Howard 

St. Suite 101-GB, San Francisco, CA 94103. 

Another gift Good Vibrations has given the world is The Good 

Vibrations Guide To Sex, by employees Anne Semans and 

Cathy Winks. Quite simply the best, most comprehensive, consis¬ 

tently sex-positive book I’ve ever seen, and my excuse for not 

being more detailed in some of my descriptions. It’s all in here— 

the physiology, the psychology, the tools, and clean line drawings. 

Before this book existed, I’d have some scary question on my 

mind, and I didn’t always want to call a hotline. So I’d take my 

chances with whatever book I could find, and let me tell you. it s 

a lot like those friends who want to help you by criticizing. Most 

of the books I read masked the meanest anti-sex, anti-queer vit¬ 

riol with this phony new-age cluelessness. “Like, sure, you’re 

going to Hell for eating pussy, but Hell is just a state of mind! You 

can master it!” Wah! I was scared. Now, if I forget which lubricant 

is my favorite, if I’m wondering about the pros and cons of silicone 

versus jelly rubber dildos, or if I have a question about (eek!) the 

penis, I just reach under the old futon and grab the Guide. Worth 

the cost of admission ($16.95) for the resource listings in the 

back alone, this is a gift that truly keeps on giving. And giving 

more! I hear talk that a new edition is forthcoming sometime this 

year, with new and better info. Can you imagine? The Good 

Vibrations Guide To Sex is published by Cleis Press, and available 

in finer bookstores. I can’t recommend it highly enough. 
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THE DRACS £ 

THE PEECHEES 
"Radio Disappears” Split 7* 

Both bands cover the others’ 
"hit" song! 

GI005-2 

v/a THE NEW BREED 
VOi.THREE * Compilation CD 

Our third and final installment of our 
pop-puni compilation series fea¬ 
tures tracks by: Rhythm Collision. 
The A C’s, Sinkhole, The Kindred, All 
Day, Strung Out, Diesel Boy, 
Nobody’s, The Automatics, The 
Invalids, No Empathy, Everready, The 
fixtures, and more! 

GI008-2 

THE SPIDER BABIES 
/ THE PERVERTS 

Split 7” E.P. 
A double dose of pervert¬ 
ed garage punk from each 
of these powerhouses! 

G1009-7 

THE SPIDER BABIES 
"Adventures In Sex £ Violence” CD 

Their third and best by far full-length! 
features the hit song "Jr. High School 

Cuties” as well as 11 other perverted tracks. 
Banned from MAXIMUMROCKNROLL! 

GI013-2 

THE KINDRED 
"Treating Me bad” 7” E.P. 

Their final single for G.I. 
Productions! Three mod / 
punk tunes on exotic black 
wax! GI012-7 

v/A BEET THE MEATLES! 
Compilation 7” E.P. 

The gain, The Kindred, and The 
Decibels pay homage to the Fab 
Four by butchering their hit 
songs! First 200 on Red Wax! 

GI014-7 

BOMBBASS6TB, MCRACKINS 

THE PRIMATE 5 • 
"Nova” 7” E.P. 

Four apes playing their furry 
asses off! And remember kids 
"nothin’s cooler than a drunk 

monkey playing organ!” 
GIoi6-7 

THE KINDRED 
"Love No More” 7” 

Single 
Their debut release for G.I 
features two mod buzz- 
pop ditties influenced by 
the Jam £ the Buzzcocks. 

G.I.002-7 

THE KINDRED 
"Bomb Up The Town” CD 

The debut full-length from this San Jose 
trio features a dozen mod/punk 
anthems for today's youth! (Jam / 
Buzzcocks/Clash / etc.) 

GI005-2 

THE BOMB BASSETS / 
THE McRACKINS 
”Trip" Split 7" E.P. 

The Bomb Bassets feature the MTX gang 
with members of the Hi-Fives t Sweet 
Baby. The McRackins contribute their 
final two tracks to this split. 

GI010-7_ 
TKi NSW VoiuM* 

THE HI-FIVES / 

THE ODD NUMBERS 
Split 7” I.P. 

Two bracks a piece from these 
Bay Area heavyweights. 
Skinny tie mod at its best! 

G1006-7 

Mah-ordcr Pt/ces: Tpostagc pa/dJ 

THE DECIBELS 
Self Titled 7" E.P. 

Mod Power-Pop at it’s finest! 
Three originals and a cover of 
"Windy” by the Association! 

GI011-7 

COMING SOOU! 
* pte-OMe* uow!H 

MONSTERS • "Skeleton Stomp!" 7” E.P. 

very raw garage punk from Switzerland. Look for a new full length on G.I. in early ’98* 
C.I.015 V/A INVASION OF THE INSECTOIDS! Compilation LP / CD Y 

(Out this spring!) 

Our first international garage compilation! Features: The Monsters. The 
Spider babies. The Gnats, The Silverkings, Mondo Topless, Satellites and 

many more! 

GI019-2 THE DECIBELS • "Create Action!" CD/LP (Out in May!) 

Chord^etc )|U^_^en^' ** C*°SeS °* ^9^ octaine mod power-pop (Romantics, Jam, 

USA 
?"* *350 
LP * *8.00 

CD * */0.00 
P*fO*fTY MA/L ADC 'ZOO iJCTPA Pffi 

opoep on/fpwse rTu ae seurr 4th 
L ClASS. 

Motto 
' '5.00 

LP ' ‘ W OO 
CO ' '/3.00 

Seen su/vac* a*a/l. /pop A/p 
poo'/.00 Pep aa/o ‘ZOO pep 

CD /LPt 

G.I. Productions USA! 
P.0. Box 6948 San Jose, 

CA 95150 USA 
ph(408)Z95-760I f*x{408) 2955695 

€. I. PRO D@ IX .K ETCOM.COK 
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IFLATUS* AURAL FIXATIONS www.blackpumpkin.com 

FLATUS have been a staple in the East Coast pop-punk scene since 1988. Their new album, Aural Fixations 

embraces punk sub-genres ranging from So.Cal. style hardcore to 50’s influenced rock n’ roll 
CD’s are $10. ppd. Ask for a FREE catalog! 

all ABOARD! 

ITES "HANG UP" L 
F NOIa7 nnnr r\M 

m PARASITES 
| SINGLE NOW OUT ON 

LOOKOUT RECORDS! ^ _ 
ON TOUR VS** S©0Nk/oW/ 
CHECK LOCAL LISTINGS !c* 

We have many records by these bandsi 

ChnhhP'8^13-801^3 cha Sprlnkler- 
Fnnb^es'Petus"Connie Dunes-Crumbs- 
-Innm1=fPrUm,PieS'Halflin8s-Heromakers 
Mu??Pfn Pniarr^ ®rrtls-Egghead. - 

DS U'Narcissistic Freds- 
-Pk yL?1Ces-Pte-Pi« Circus 
Tri «eRa?5"Sc<?0by Don't-Sleepasaurus 

Trlth t Belden-^ell Fed Smile-White 
xrasn Superman...and MORE!! 
send a stamp for a nifty cataloguei 

THE FIERY „_ 
MOUSE TRAIN ^ 
PO BOX 40307 _ 
BERKELEY, CA ^ 
94704 ■ 

For our hiRh-cech friends: 

e-mai l{WdavePa'nec^ faIl°uc/parasi ces. htm 
e mail: dave_parasite3bigfoot.com 

CYNIC/u conviction 

Jistributed by revolver, choke, sound of cal, very, lumberjack, victory and others (310) 285-9200 



NOW!! THE PARTY OF HELICOPTERS / 

UNDERGROUND ASIAN MOVEMENT 

SPLIT 7 

STILL HERE ; THREE STUDIES FOR A CRUCIFIXION 
HARRIET THE SPY SPLIT 7", THE PARTY OF HELICOPTERS! 

n 

1", THE MAN I FELL IN LOVE WITH 7", ARMSTRONGS 
SECRET NINE 7". OUT BY AUGUST: lp'SBY 

THE MAN I FELL IN LOVE WITH, ARMSTRONGS SECRET 
NINE, & THE PARTY OF HELICOPTERS. 

7"-$3/$5 ppd LP-$6/$8 ppd PAYABLE TO JAMIE STILLMAN 
DONUT FRIENDS 1030JESSIE AVE KENT OH 44240 



SoNic Swml RscoRds SWEET MERCIFUL 
CRAP! IT'S... 

THE THUMBS! 
Yes indeed Jcids’ This is a brand 
new T from a band you'll be 
hearing a lot more about in the 
future’ A raging blend of emo, pop 
and good old fashion Punk Rock. 5 
Songs in all to give you a taste of 
what to expect on their 
full~length out in late summer1 
Dont miss out on this one cause 
you'll be sorry’ 

All of our 7ms are: 

$3.00/$4.00/$5.00 
U.S./CAN/WORLD 

SOLID STATE IGNITION: Cookin With Gas ep T 
No pop shit here' Real Straight ahead punk rock from 
Cleveland 3 fast sizzling trax. sure to be a classic. 

ALSOU! - Check out our other new release from Five By Nine outta Atlanta. GA! 
3 Brand new songs, that bring to mind such modern day bands as Pennywise 
and Strung Out but with the guts of bands like early Youth Brigade and The 
Damned' You gotta check this baby out for sure! 

We still have a coupla 
these Bleed 7*s and the 
Nobody’s/Pinhead Cir cus 71 
Check em out cause 
they're almost gone! 

Watch for a new record from The Gotohells! 
Send Stamp for catalog to: P.0. Box 4056, Boulder. CO 90306 

SODA 

STOMP WATER: 12 Pack ep 7" 

wfL-o3 ? dL,Vecn.ear1y 80 s sounding Punk rawk 
from Kentucky 5 trax make you shit-faced 

The FIENDS: Gravedigger ep T 
Groove to Canada s loudest, fuzzed-out. garage 
punk ghouls The Fiends dug-up 3 trax sure to rock your bones 

away 

QUAZJ MODO: Automatic + 3 ep T 
Clevelands sonic garage rockers blastina out raw 
super charged Punk f\l Roll 3 mS)S ' 

SLAK: Another Disaster ep7” 
Aggressive, in your face, snot punk from Cleveland 
Pink Lincolns style. 6 trax!. 

Distnbuted by: Get Hip! (412) 231^766 
or direct: Sonic Swirl (216) 954^277 

ea pod. U.S /$5.00 ea. ppd World (U S. funds) 
Accept checks ,M O or well concealed cash. Payable to 
Sonic Swirl, P.O. Box 770303. Lakewood. OH 44107 USA 

dogprint records 

SPAZZ / Black Army Jacket 
split 7”ep - with DPS. 
—.;.. 

DP9 has interviews with: 

Spazz, Capitalist Casualties. 
Black Army Jacket, Mourn, 
Despise You, Suppression, 
Eucharist tour diary, pics, 
columns, reviews, & more. 

... 
send $4ppd US / $6 World, 
cash only! - * 
still available: ^ H 

DP5,6,7,8 S2/S4 each ♦ 

also: animal liberation 

human liberation XL red 

shirts-...$10US/$14World 
and there’s more shirts avail, write for info. 

emm£ fmkaref^ramapo. erfu 
ltd ed of a 100 on yellow, trade only 

Box 84 Suffexn, NY 10901 usa 

7”/$3, CDep/$5, LP/$7, CD/$9. 
send $i for a catalog of records and shirts. 

Art Monk does not support the recent onslaught of mediocre music. Please tell someone to knock it off. 

Art Monk is disributed through Lumberjack (703)533-2175 and just about everyone else. 

...and don't forget these fine selections: Frodus "f-Letter" LP, the Trans Megetti/Frodus split 7", the Trans Megetti "Rent a Rocket" 

7", Seven Storey Mountain.s/t7"/CDep. New stuff soon by the Van Pelt, Shoutbus, Rosa Chants Well & Mancake 

Art Monk Construction. Rost Box 6332 Falls Church Va. 22040 



Yf REVITALIZING THE CORPSE OF ROCKNROLL! ff 

CD- $15PPD US 
CASS- S13PPD US 

ADD $3 WORLD 
CASH. CHECK, or M.O. to: 
NESAK INTERNATIONAL 
2100 Boca Rio Road; A-15 
Boca Raton, FL 33433 
(561)477.6422 
AMEX, VISA, MC Accepted 
http://www.nesak.com/kado 
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Ninety Pound Wuss 

self titled 
CD/CS/LP 

POUND 

jMJW 

^Reco/ids MxPx 
Life In General 

CD/CS/LP 

Puller 
Sugarless 

CD/CS 

Slick Shoes 
self titled EP 

CD/7” 

9’oofli 8 oWaif <T>eco«ds <P.©■ <Bok 12698 ScattCc 98111 

^ 206.S82.9189 http:// mmw.tootliqndnfliP.coni send a buck jo« a juPP cofoi cataPog 

GRIMMLAKE 
[PO BOX 1888 
ICLUTE TX 77531 

iBie long awaited debut 
[from the heart of darkness ^ 

|V> 

Carnival 
-“Chaos 
ROAD with the NOMADIC 

festival 

by SASCH A 
^sLaltman 

■L^wDuBRul 
i 

Page 

distributed 
^Autonomedia Wq> 
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O. BOX 7374 ATHENS, GA 30604-7374 
VOICE/FAX (706) 369-7235 MAKE CHECKS OR MONEY ORDERS TO RESERVATION 

chief TO @ ix.netcom.com 

LADONNAlS, SPACE COOKIE LP/CD, HOOKERS, STEEL WOOL, MAN OR ASTROMAN?, SPACE SHITS, 
CRETIN 66, THE AUTOMATICS, CANDY SNATCHERS, GOTOHELLS Mi BIG TOP 

DISTRIBUTED El GET HIP, REVOLVER, SUREFIRE, CHOKE, RHETORIC, 1000 FLOWERS, CARGO CANADA, ROTZ, NAIL, CARROTTOP AND BOTTIENEKK 

new releases SPACE COOKIE 

RPJUjCMMUTW 
REZ-15 REZ-16 REZ-17 REZ-IO REZ-14 REZ-13 

$3.00 ppd $3.00 ppd $3.00 ppd $3.00 ppd $5.00 ppd $3.00 ppd 

DEBUT CD 
from 

San Antonio's 
Most Primitive 
R&B Rockers! 

Unclean Record Sales Co. 
P.O. Box 34627 • San Antonio,TX • 78265 

http://members.aol.com/UncleanRec 

ph: 212 254-0983 
fx: 212 995-0019 

http://www.cbgb.com 



¥3 Family Mover-sA, 7” 
This is just bland alterna-rock. Very unexciting 

and unoriginal. Thanks, but no thanks. (JP) 

31£ i5 Roswell Rd, Suite #330 Atlanta, GA 
30: :05 

88 Fingers Louie-The Dom Years, CD 
I listened to this CD four times before I final¬ 

ly decided I liked it more than I disliked it. 

The first song is by far the weakest and throw 

off the rest of the songs, which are vaguely 

Offspring-inspired (only better) punk rock . 

Its the sort of CD that has to grow on you, 

and after it does grow on you, its kind of 

worth it. (JP) 

Fat Wreck Chords PO Box 193690 San 
Francisco, CA 94119-3690 

Acme-...to reduce the choir to one 
soloist, CD 

Whoahmigosh, this stuff is sooo good. 

Musical chaos in the best way possible... it 

sounds like the end of the world is near. 

Metal guitar riffs, double bass drums, crazy 

vocals. Acme was the forefathers to bands like 

Systral and Carol and probably influenced 

Converge as well. This long awaited CD is a 

collection of all their previous, and often darn 

right impossible to find, offerings. An essen¬ 

tial part of your hardcore collection. (MM) 

Edii on Recordings, PO Box 42586, Philadelphia, 
PA L9101-2586. 

Algebra One-Earn Your Halo, LP 
Whoa! With a name that I keep getting con¬ 

fused with Algebra Suicide—a Chicago-based 

new wave band from the late eighties—and a 

cover that features a really awesome HAM 

radio, I wasn’t expecting this at all. I was all 

ready for some kind of electronic noise band. 

But no, this is a band that sounds like a hard¬ 

core Fifteen without the hippie lyrics. Its 

pretty good, once you get over the initial 

shock that there are no synthesizers. (DS) 

Del nar PO Box 5461 Richmond VA 23220 

Air en 81-Stadtfeind, 10” 
Woah! These guys are the shit! Hardcore done 

right, in the vein of BGK, with cool record 

packaging as well. Black and white splatter 

vinyl, a big newsprint insert, foldout poster 

cover, a patch, and a bunch of great hardcore 

make this one record well worth seeking out. 

Impressive. (MH) 

Bill' arziose; Goerdelinger Str 8-9; 38100 
Bra jnschweig; Germany 

•^Record Reviews 

¥ni >mie/Direction-split 8” 
Looking at this, I guessed I would hear some 

stompy metal/hardcore when I put this record on... 

I guessed right. While Anomie aren’t bad, their pro¬ 

duction is, which causes their music to suffer. I’d 

probably like their emo twinged sound if it were 

recorded better. Direction is plagued by similar 

problems except to a greater extent. The guitars are 

thin and the vocals are too high in the mix... 

Musically both bands are fairly typical of this genre. 

Nothing special here. (MM) 

Red Five Records, PO Box 49712, Austin, TX 78765 

Apocalypse Hoboken-Now’s Not a Good 
Tirr e, CD 

Apocalypse Hoboken is all about high-energy 

power punk, and they do what do well. This is one 

of the best bands in this realm that I have heard in 

a long time. Overlook the grotesque cover, which 

features a dental examination, and listen as AH bar¬ 

rels through nine aggressive hits, including a cover 

of Motley Crue’s “Live Wire.” (MD) 

Roqco, PO Box 14781, Chicago, 1L, 60614-0781 

Paul Schlosser-I’m a Prince, CD 
Like a Christian Daniel Johnston, or an earnest, or 

an earnest Eugene Chadbourne, except without the 

talent or the electric rake. Pretty lame folk singing, 

without sufficiently clever lyrics or songs to pull it 

off. (DC) 

3aul Schlosser, 1938E Mifflin, Madison, Wl 53704 

At the Drive In-Hell Paso, 7” 
’m sure someone out there likes these guys, but not 

this guy. This was recorded in 1994. The only thing 

I can say is this sounds like any other thing youd 

hear on alternative (mainstream) radio. Just horri¬ 

ble, another waste of vinyl. (NW) 

Time Records PO Box 52114 Houston, 7X 77052 

he Drive In-Alfai, Vive, Carajo!, 7” 
This was recorded in 95 and is a bit better than the 

Hell Paso 7”. It was recorded live to two track. I 

have no idea what these guys are trying to do. I 

think their intentions are good, but they sound so 

fucking mainstream its annoying. They kind of 

have a Fugazi influence going. (NW) 

Off (Time Records PO Box 52114 Houston, IX 77052 

Automatics- Kala! Kala! Kala!, 7” 
This opaque white 7” marks the 5th EP release 

from these Portland pop-punkers. The music is the 

same pop punk that the Automatics are known for, 

but the quality is especially good on this one. If you 

are into the pop-punk thing, then check out “Kala! 

Kala! Kala!,” one of the Automatics best releases 

thus far. (MD) 

Killqr Records, PO Box 2, 28801, Pori Finland 

A.YA./The Rodmans-split 7” 
A.Y.A (I believe that stands for Andys yellow 

Alligator) first— this is really, truly good. I love 

when reviews like this come along, something that I 

will actually listen to again, that is. Fast, driving, 

with great tempo changes... something of a fuller 

Crimpshrine sound to this band. Definitely good. 

The lyric sheet challenges the listener to Figure out 

the lyrics- good luck. Nonetheless, I give A.Y.A. a 

gold star on this one. Flip side = The Rodmans. 

The Rodmans are surprisingly good (surprising 

because their name would almost scream out bad!) 

They do fast punk rock, and keep up with A.Y.A 

just fine. I think these two bands, live, together, 

would be excellent. And the record is certainly 

worth the price of a 7”. (JP) 

Retound records 3245 Kings Rd. Apt #107 Steger, 
IL 60475 

Th<! Ballistics-Mad Cow, 7” 
Let me paint the picture: you’re walking through 

the night-club section of some city on a weekend, 

and you hear some a loud noise coming from inside 

some goofy bar that has a lot of neon in the win¬ 

dows. You go inside, god knows why, and the 

Ballistics are on stage: a nasally lead vocalist is 

squeaking out some crap about Mad Cow disease 

while two female vocalists back him up, gospel- 

revival style, over a funky bassline, a guitar solo and 

some offbeat drumming. You shriek and run out, 

covering your ears. Later, they put out a record with 

the mad cow song on one side and the same song 

on the other side — backwards. It’s a tragedy, really. 

(SM) 
Fac j Down Records, 3317 Brunswick Park, Suite 
#3')2/320, Lawrenceville, NJ 09648 

Th<! Banned-10 song, 7” 
Sloppy hardcore like pretty much everything you’ve 

heard before. There are a couple of decent songs on 

here, but I think they should have waited until they 

had their shit together to go into the studio. Still, 

I’m sure they make all the spiky kids at shows run 

around in circles. (MH) 

Fouth Demention Records; 268 Hollywood Ave.; 
Yon <ers NY 10707 

Be itnik Termites-Ultra Vivid Low Fidelity!, 7” 
Are you looking for a band that combines punk 

rock with pop sensibilities? Perhaps with repeating 

guitar licks and vocals? Do you like surf beats with 

distorted guitar and/or WHO covers? If you 

answered “yes” to more than one of the questions, 

then this wax is for you. (MD) 

SuperSonic Refridge Records, Via Boccadasse, 33-17, 
16146 Genoa, Italy < 



T5Si tnik Termites Jn 
[ found this tucked away within the Berzerk 7” and 

[ like it so I am going to review it. Someone at 

Recess probably snuck this one in the same fashion 

fou would sneak a love note to your teacher, in 

with your homework. The Beatnik Termites rock in 

:he sloppy Ramones style. All lyrics are of the sing 

dong type with lots of dos and dahs and wah-oohs 

md are pretty sappy. A+. (SY) 

Rec 3ss Records, PO Box 1112, Torrance CA, 90505 

Beiitnik Termites/Shock Treatment-7” 
[ can’t help but say I was annoyed by the cover art 

[black and white Ramones eagle in a circle). This 7” 

>ains some points back by including band stickers 

3Ut loses them promptly by not having an insert 

resides a list of stuff to mailorder. Beatnik Termites: 

iurfy, Beach-Boys, low-fi, bubblegum pop with 

ligh pitched vocals. Not as catchy as their song on 

the Punk USA comp (the only song Ive heard by 

:hem with any regularity). Shock Treatment: 

iim...they kind of sound like a certain 3-chord band 

:hat formed in the mid-70s. Given their blatant 

:ribute in both their name and the cover art, I sup¬ 

pose Ill cater to their obvious wishes and say noth¬ 

ing more about them. (KB) 

Insubordination Records PO Box 06121 Cleveland, OH 

44106 

The Beautys-Sweetheart! Sweetheart!, 7” 
Picture the Muffs mixed with the Misfits and you 

ire a little close to the Beautys on this wax. Four 

songs that tear through and are over before you 

icnow it. The b-side and Black Copters Over the 

USA have some of the best driving drums that I 

lave heard in awhile. Great female vocals, this is 

:he shit I dig up. Send us more. (EA) 

Hotse 0 Pain, PO Box 120861 Nashville, TN 37212 

Behead the Prophet NLSL-I am that Great 
anc Fiery Force, CD 

Hfly Moley! This is grind, fast, spazz core. 

Featuring ex-Mukilteao Fairies, it is what you 

would expect. Like Born Against on amphetamines. 

Fast, fucked and furious. Wow! (EA) • 

Out| >unk PO Box 170501 SF, CA 94117 

Beizerk-My First 7” 
[f there is an in-house producer for Recess Records 

[ am sure they have a knob on their mixing board 

for sloppiness. The Berzerk 7” is sloppy is all the 

right ways and it is the sound that I have grown 

md loved through the years. An angry vocalist who 

oves to use the word fuck and a speedy four chord 

ZOO mph band. Perfect. (SY) 

Rec jss Records, PO Box 1112, Torrance, CA 90505 

'Slack Army Jacket-The Path of Two Swords 
as One, 7” 

These guys are supposedly turning heads in the 

New York area but I can’t for the life of me figure 

out why. I thought the demo was pretty damn 

mediocre, as is this 7”. However, there are a few 

moments of brilliance here so maybe the live show 

is something to see. For those that don’t know, BAJ 

play double bass guitar fueled power violence, east 

:oast style (whatever that means). I don’t know 

what to think... I simply love their tracks on 

Nothing’s Quiet on the Eastern Front but this stuff 

pales in comparison. (MM) 

Cha nsaw Safety, PO Box 260318, Bellerose, NY 
11^ 26-0318 

Blonde Redhead-Fake Can Be Just As Good, 

LP 
Hasn’t anyone ever told Blonde Redhead that you re 

never supposed to wear band t-shirts on your 

records, if you sounds something like the band 

who’s t-shirt you’re wearing—especially if you’re not 

is good as they are. Well, you live &C you learn. In 

the insert for this disc, a Blonde Redheader is 

:aught wearing a Unwound t-shirt—doh! Now 

guess who is a guest musician on this album, and 

Blonde Redhead felt it was important to include a 

really big photo of him, and actually go out of their 

way to point out he’s playing with them? You 

guessed it, Vern from Unwound. Now guess what 

band Blonde Redhead bears more than a passing 

resemblance to? Yep, Unwound. Sometimes fake 

isn’t just as good. Ain’t nothing like the real thing. 

(DS) 
Touch & Go PO Box 25520 Chicago IL 60625 

Bomb Bassets/McRackins-Trip, 7” 
The McRackins, who are from Canada, play very 

repetitive distortion laden pop punk, complete with 

;heesy yet nostalgic 80 s guitar riffs. The McRackins 

play music in the “bouncing one’s head” realm. The 

Bomb Bassests, who consist of the Mr. T 

Experience [starship] plus the brothers Denery 

(sweet baby/Hi-Fives), play a faster paced distortion 

laden pop-punk, complete with a surprising yet all- 

important tambourine track. The Bomb Bassets 

play music of the “get up and dance” realm. GI 

Productions has put out yet another release that 

Deckons you to dish out your hard earned cash, and 

pou will be glad you did. (MD) 

GI Productions USA, PO Box 6948, San Jose, CA, 
95150-6948 

Bongzilla-mixed bag, 7” 
Generic heavy rock, without any distinguishing fea¬ 

tures. (DC) 

Rhe:oric Records, RO. Box 82, Madison, Wl 53701 

Darren Cahr (DC), Gre| Gartland 

(GG), Harlo P. (harlo), Joan 

Pixie (JP), Kim Bae (KB), Ken 

Sanderson (KS), /Aarie Davenport 

(MD), Mike Gcllar (MG), Mark 

Hanjord (MH), Matt Miller 

(MM), Scott MacDonald (SM), 

Scott Jahtzee (S|), Eric Action 

(€A), Dan Sinker (DS) 
The Boozers-Klepto-dismal, CD 

Nothing but drunk southern twanged punk 

Dn this. 31 tracks and I can’t say I like one of 

them. The Boozers remind me of that terrible 

Dpening band thats been together forever that 

pou have to sit through when you go to a 

show. This might be good for a couple of 

^ucks, but by the fourth song, who cares? 

(SY) 
SEEDY, PO BOX 13306, San Antonio, TX 78213) 

Bn iniac-Electro-shock for President, 
CD EP 

Another release from the most overrated band 

Df the 90s. I swear its as bad as a Nine Inch 

Nails release. Too many keyboards and drum 

machines. The vocals are just terrible and pre¬ 

tentious. Back in the days Brainiac used to be 

tany and cool, even DEVO-esque, but now 

they just blow. (SY) 

Touch & Go Records, PO BOX 25520, Chicago, 

IL 63625 

Broken Hearts are Blue-The Truth About 
Love, CD 

These guys take themselves pretty seriously 

(they name check the Pathetique AND Claire 

Je Lune, for God sakes). They sound a little 

like Pavement a times, perhaps crossed with 

Lets Active. Not bad, actually (and, in fact, 

pretty good) though the temptation to shake 

the lead singer and say Lighten Up! does hit 

from time to time. (DC) 

Cau field Records, RO. Box 84323, Lincoln, NE 

68501 

Bri jeria-Marijuana, 7” 
Hilarious Hispanic deconstruction of 

Macarena, called Marijuana, made me laugh 

so hard that I gave myself a hernia. Matando 

Guerros 77 is a bit more serious, though no 

ess biting, and a nice piece of heavy rock to 

x>ot. (DC) 

The Bubble Boys-Bitter Is Better, CD 
Happy stuff with good production. Reminds 

me of the Descendents a lot and thats not a 

Dad thing. The late 80s Marvel Comics 

inspired artwork on this album is also really 

:ool. Tons of good riffs on this one. (SY) 

UNBOUND Records, PO Box 3570, Lawrence, 
KS 56046 
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Ca Jitalist Casualties-No title, CD 
Santa Rosa, California’s CAPITALIST are one 

of the longest running purveyors of the origi¬ 

nal “Power Violence” scene, and this CD is 

an impressive SEVENTY SEVEN song col¬ 

lection of tracks from 7” s, compilations, and 

splits recorded from 1993 to 1993. Their 

music repeated taken on a unparalleled com¬ 

plexity at extreme speed at the same time 

hammering with point blank lyrical directness 

(“Fuck the Christians”, “Shut the fuck Up”, 

Your Scene is Shit”). Manic drum throttling, 

harsh vocal blasting, shredding guitar obliv¬ 

ion. It all stops, It all starts, changes direction, 

rams by at 2000 MPH and completely steam- 

rolls right over you. (KS) 

Sla )-A-Ham, RO. Box 420843, San Francisco, 
CA 34142-0843 

Ca >size 7-Subgenius, 7” 
Quite a few years ago at a local college radio 

station I did a show and received two differ¬ 

ent Capsize 7”s along the way. I found their 

music pleasant and catchy. Remember this 

was in my Superchunk days. This record falls 

a little flat and doesnt get me excited the 

same way. Drones a little much. Kind of 

Tough and Go, little vocals. Side B gives us 

an instrumental. It probably might just be 

me, and my changing tastes, but it seems as if 

they have lost that spark, sorry. (EA) 

Car *o/Headhunter 

Ca rity-“Crawling/Perseverance, 7” 
Exquisitely packaged (as most Bacteria Sour 

release) in a clear jacket, screen printed over 

in a dripping yellow wash, this Orange vinyl 

single is a limited edition E.P. of two tracks 

from the latest CAVITY full length CD. 

Deep thunderous SABBATH inspired 

dementia from Miami with gnarled vocals, 

resounding dark and powerful. (KS) 

Bac teria Sour, RO. Box 422986, San Francisco, 
* 34142 

Cauity-s/t, 7” 
Well executed death rock (now is that a great 

pun or what?) with some great work by the 

rhythm section to keep things propulsive or 

ominous, as appropriate. (DC) 

Rhetoric Records, RO. Box 82, Madison, Wl 
53 01 

Ca' 'ity-Drowning, CD 
Bleak torture. Thirteen songs of pulverizing heavi¬ 

ness crushing slowly, spindled on BLACK SAB¬ 

BATH riffs. Grated with abrasive garbling shouting 

vocals and snapping into punishing throttle thrash 

fits. Deep in the EYE HATE GOD end of the 

pool, but this Miami band dredges more clarity and 

speed with completely gnarled vocals. (KS) 

Bacteria Sour, RO. Box 422986, San Francisco, CA 
94J 42 

Ch; iracter Builder-Animal, 7” 
Oddly Accessible, emotionally sincere music, that 

veers from metal to punk to alternative, sometimes 

in the space of a song. Pretty decent. (DC) 

10Q7A Revere Ave., San Francisco, CA 94124 

Chiiries Bronson Superstar/Sputniks, Split 7” 
This is awesome. Charles Bronson Superstar hail 

from Missoula, Montana and are not to be con¬ 

fused with Charles Bronson from Illinois. Funny, 

they do sound similar. Speedy snotty punk rock 

hardcore, Its the best! The Sputniks are equally as 

great but add a little more melody and sing-along 

to the whole formula. A repeat listener. Here is the 

address, now order it! (SY) 

Pin! House Records, c/o Smetanka, PO Box 9081, 
Mispoula MT 59802 

Chusm-Gye Nyame, LP 
The procession of Christian bands continues for¬ 

ward this month with Chasm, a HC punk band 

with mohawks that, quite typically, sucks. They 

even wrote a song about Adam and Eve hanging 

out in the garden of Eden: “Into the forbidden fruit 

he tore/Now somethings wrong/Broke the law 

Broke The Law BROKE THE LAW!” Nothing bet¬ 

ter than pissed off Christians. (GG) 

Boct to Head Records PO Box 9005 Portland, Oregon 
97:07 

No im Chomsky/Chubawamba-For a Free 
Hu nanity: For Anarchy, double CD 

Noam Chomsky & Chubawamba packaged togeth¬ 

er on two CD’s. Noam Chomsky & Chubawamba 

packaged together on two CD’s. Noam Chomsky 

& Chubawamba packaged together on two CD’s. 

Noam Chomsky &C Chubawamba packaged togeth¬ 

er on two CD’s. Noam Chomsky &c Chubawamba 

packaged together on two CDs. Noam Chomsky 

&C Chubawamba packaged together on two CD’s. 

Noam Chomsky &c Chubawamba packaged togeth¬ 

er on two CD’s. Do I need to tell you anything 

more? (DS) 

Mutual Aid PO Box 262 Berkeley CA 94701 
AK Yess P0 Box 40682 San Francisco CA 94140 
Allie d PO Box 460683 San Francisco CA 94146 

"Chi istie Front Drive-s/t, EP 
If I’m not mistaken, I think this Christie Front 

Drive EP has been released after the band broke up. 

If this is true, then what a way to go out—not with 

a whimper, but with your best recording to date! 

This beautifully produced record highlights all of 

CFD’s talents wonderfully. Their haunting, moody, 

moving songs will be sorely missed. At least there’s 

this one last record for us. (DS) 

Caijlfield Records P0 Box 84323 Uncoln NE 68501 

Chubby Amigos-On the road to pain, sorrow 
and grief, 7” 

At first, I mistakenly had this record on 45. It 

sounded a whole lot more interesting that way. 

These two songs aie mind-numbingly slow and way 

too drawn out. There’s nothing wrong with long, 

slow songs, but they just don’t work when you have 

a slightly-poppy melodic rock band doing them. At 

least their vocalist is decent. Anyway, I do have to 

give the kids credit for doing a band out in Logan, 

Utah — it doesn’t seem like a place where there 

would be a whole lot of interesting things to do to 

pass the time. Maybe that’s why their songs are so 

long. (SM) 

Too h Records, RO. Box 3603, Logan, UT 84323 

Co; ilesce-A Safe Place, 7” 
Brutal, grinding , noisy, chaotic, dark, sordid over¬ 

whelming power. Destructive guitar walls pouring 

cauldrons of throaty vocal spew on the unsuspect¬ 

ing. A good tough single treading similar territory 

as their split on Earache with Napalm Death. (KS) 

Ediion, RO. box 12580, Philadelphia, PA 19101-2586 

Col d Cold Hearts-s/t, LP 
Fuck yeah! Finally a Cold Cold Hearts full length! 

After seeing them at the Fireside last year, and get¬ 

ting their 7” shortly thereafter, I’ve been totally 

excited about this band. Comprised of members of 

Bratmobile, they take all that was bad about that 

band (which was plenty) and make it really really 

great! Loud, sloppy, obnoxious, and fun as hell. 

“You are what you eat” indeed. (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Street #418 Olympia 
WA 98501 

C.F .-The John Lisa LP 
Words alone cannot describe how good this album 

is. Brutally fast speedy-delivery core. What makes 

C.R. better then the rest of the hardcore bands is 

their ability to play more then three rhythms. Its 

true. The songs go everywhere and at every speed, 

but never too long-winded. C.R. also fully encour¬ 

ages the LP experience giving you a poster to hang 

up on your wall, a huge booklet to look through as 



Complex rhjthm patterns, and rcall| 

^ou listen, and a sticker to stick on whatever you 

want. Try fitting all that in a CD! Join the compas¬ 

sionate revolution! (SY) 

Res jrvoir, PO Box 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379- 
0366 

The Cretins-I Feel Better Already, CD 
This CD is seven of the saddest, yet truest breakup 

songs ever, with excellent lyrics set to upbeat poppy 

mink music. A great release. After the songs, there 

ire two hilariously wacky covers that are apparently, 

:he result of way too much Budweiser. Really cool. 

Pick it up. (JP) 

Mel ed Records 21-41 34th Ave. Suite 10A Astoria, 
NY L1106 

Cri! ipy Nuts-s/t, 7” 
\h, Japanese punk. Theres something different. 

Normally, you get the Japanese noise rock and the 

lapanese power pop, but not the punk stuff— and 

its pretty good. Reminiscent of a female-led 

Ramones, with a touch of some Epitaph bands, exe¬ 

rted with charm. Good stuff. (DC) 

Cov\pat Records, c/o Ben Shrimpton, Kingswood 
Lod'e, Swan Bottom, Gt.Missenden, HP16 9NU, UK 

Cuckooland-Oh Boy/All the rage, 7” 
Candyfloss records call it female harmonics over 

:>uzzsaw pop guitar protest songs with rave lyrics. I 

:all it the return of the Go-Gos thank you. This 

was another pleasant surprise after record and 

record of grind-core and watered down pop-punk. 

Support the UK. (EA) 

Can jy Floss Records, 130 Sutter St. 5th Floor, SF, CA 
94104 

Dahlia Seed/Cradle-split 7” 
Dahlia Seed was a really great band (they’re no 

more now), and their song on this split is as good 

is any they’ve ever released. Cradle, on the other 

land.... Is barely listenable. Complex rhythm pat¬ 

terns, and really annoying vocals make me want to 

pick up the tone arm almost immediately. (DS) 

Sno/vblind 50 Wingfield Road, Great Barr, Birmingham 
B42 2QD, England 

Dei id Fucking Last-Grateful...., CD 
[n my opinion. Epitaph Records suck ass, as do 

DFL. No lyrics, silly song titles. A really pathetic 

attempt at hardcore/punk. (NW) 

Epitaph Records 

anno;[inj vocalU make me wanb bo pick up bhe bone arm a!mo*b immediabei|. * 
bri nk In Public-Tapped Out!, 6b 

Fifteen fast paced punk rock anthems. Three 

questions... Distortion? Of course. Barrelling 

drum beats? Perhaps. Could this have been 

in Fat Wreck Chords? Without a doubt. This 

me’s for the angst-ridden, skateboarding, 

:heesy guitar riff liking oppressed youth of 

roday. (MD) 

Fea less Records, 13772 Goldenwest St. #545, 
We< tminster, CA 92683 

Dulac Swade-No title, 7” 
Not my favorite type of FiC, very experimen¬ 

tal sounding with vocals that get on my 

nerves. (NW) 

80d3 Records 5033 S. Claiborne New Orleans, 
LA 0125 

The Durfs-Durfin Safari, 7” 
What the hells up with this label? The pack- 

iging is almost identical to the Beatnik 

Termites/Shock Treatment 7” I also got for 

review: glossy cover, rectangular paper stickers 

(that look almost the same except for the 

land names), and what amounts to an ad for 

in insert. If all you can afford is a paper 

insert, at least make it fucking interesting. 

Oh, the music. Mid-tempo, sort of low-fi 

simple pop-punk, like a less energetic and 

more raw Queers. Songs about girls blah 

blah. You know the routine by now. The 

id/insert implies that this band is somehow 

more original than the trillions of Screeching 

Weasel/Queers influenced bands out there. If 

llaying every song in the exact same tempo 

:quals originality then theyre right on. (KB) 

Inst bordination Records P0 Box 06121 
Cleveland, OH 44106 

Dw irves-Are Young and Good Looking, CD 
Very rock and roll. Not as good as they were 

in Blood, Guts and Pussy. Not essential, I am 

not sure why they got back together (or were 

they ever apart). For you new schoolers read 

the CD booklet and replace Sub-Pop with 

Greedy to get a little history lesson on the 

Dwarves. (EA) 

Rec 2ss Records / Theologian 

G.l. 
6948 

Dei 

Decibels-Klo title, t' 
Yowza! This is a smack in the hiney. Sugary sweet 

mod power pop that is tough to dislike. Totally 

groovy, with handclaps and everything. I definitely 

would like to get hold of their other records, a 

statement I don’t make very often anymore. Good 

stuff. (GG) 

Productions P0 Box 6948 San Jose, CA 95150- 

i nics-New York City, CD 
Very 1978, perfect considering that is when this 

stuff was written and released the first time. Most 

if the 27 tracks you have never heard before and 

includes their stellar 7”. This is primo stuff, from 

the great White North, Eh!. Very Heartbreakers, 

[ggy, NY Dolls sounding. This is a big hit. Along 

with the Viletones re-release OPM is doing a great 

iob. (EA) 

Oth ir Peoples Music PO Box 227 Station P Toronto 
Canada M5S 2S7 

Devoid of Faith-Discography, CD 
Collecting this upstate New York band’s 

Compilation tracks, 7”’s and 10”/LP of a few years 

back on “The convenience plan”. 25 tracks of 

Charging upbeat hardcore with garbled gurgling 

shouts, repeated inventive and unique. From taking 

notes from the past (as shown in the various covers 

if NEGATIVE APPROACH, RAW POWER) and 

using that as an influence opposed to a blueprint, 

D.O.F. have cut their own sound and at the same 

time retained a lyrical relevance and ingenuity. 

Recommended. (KS) 

Hat ir Of God Records, RO. Box 1371, Troy, NY 
12181-1371 

Disembodied 
This album tows the line between hardcore and 

death metal. Throaty shouted vocals and chugging 

guitars propel the music as it pounds along. The 

best comparison I can think of is Groundwork, but 

with more metal. Good stuff. (SM) 

Ferrst Records, 72 Windsor Dr., Eatontown, NJ 07724 

The Drags/The Peechees-Radio Disappears, 7” 
This is the first time I’ve heard either of these 

bands, who both seem to be pretty garagey. I like 

the Peechees side a lot— crunchy, garagey music, 

really cute hey hey parts thrown in by a girl vocal¬ 

ist, and just an all around good song. The Drags 

have an interesting punky-garage style, with quirky 

guitars and also a great song. The bands covered 

:ach others songs, and seemed to have a good time 

doing it. I like. (JP) 

Gl Productions PO Box 6948 San Jose, Ca 95150 
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This Dyslexics / The Nicoteens, Split CD 
West Coast Craziness. The Dyslexics sound like 

a drunk 7 Seconds and their songs are great 

and laced with humor. The Nicoteens have 

more of a Screeching Weasel feel and they do 

the double guitar thing well. The whole album 

is worth its price, but I have to admit that it is 

saturated with way too many samples. (SY) 

Gar / 6535 Repton St. #3, Los Angeles, CA 
90042 

Egj 'piano, 7” 
Very catchy English power-pop-punk with 

female vocals. Not bad, but not terribly excit¬ 

ing either. I sense some 80s rock-nostalgia 

overtones, but the songs are primarily distor¬ 

tion laden rock. Thats about it. (MD) 

Cardy Floss Records, 130 Sutter St., 5th Floor, 
SF, CA 94104 

Errpathy-I Need, LP 
Good god these songs are long!! Each track is 

like 2” on a 12” record!! I wish I could say 

that going long form makes these songs really 

expand and allows them to embrace all sorts 

of complexity that a shorter form wouldn’t let 

you. But it doesn’t work. Instead you just 

kinda space out because the emo-tinged hard¬ 

core drones on too long. (DS) 

Cor quer the World Records PO Box 10282 
Recford, Ml 18240 

Endangered Feces-Famous Anus 7” 
My, is nothing sacred anymore? The cover 

boasts a cartoon of Gene Simmons spending 

some time in a bathroom stall. The music is 

pretty good and sometimes pretty damn 

funny. Songs about Barney the Dinosaur 

being perverted and dingleberries. You know, 

I like poop and farts as much as the next per¬ 

son, but this is ridiculous. (SY) 

Dot dy Haus Records, 67-46 Springfield Blvd, 
Bay side, NY 11364 

Evnrready-Fair Play, LP 
This LP kind of sounds like one long song, 

even though there are 17 songs. Don’t get me 

wrong- that doesnt mean I* don’t like it. 

Actually, Everready sound like some gene splic¬ 

ing experiment between Avail and Screeching 

Weasel and it really works. The music is faster 

than fast, the singer has a great voice and well, 

lets just say I’d spend my money on other 

releases from this band (and how often does a 

record reviewer say that?) (JP) 

Libe ration Records PO Box 17746 Anaheim, Ca 
928173 

>| the mo4b rejrcbbablc cro**-jcnrc* invenbed: 

"Eve ryday Madness-Preaching to the 
Converted, CD 

Spirited hardcore blasting from Sweden with the 

Twelve quick songs here amping the basic guitar- 

driven riff-o-DISCHARGE-rama up a notch, and 

adding tradeoffs between scorching Female vocals 

and gravely Male vocals (reminiscent of Sweden’s 

S.O.D.). There’s also a step up in musical complexi¬ 

ty fueled by lighting fast drumming. Upbeat pro¬ 

gressive anger pervades political and social lyrics 

sung in English. Strong. (KS) 

Bac Taste Records, ST Soderg 38, 222 23 Lund SWE¬ 
DEN 

Fahrenheit 451-The thought of it, LP 
This fits into one of the most regrettable cross-gen- 

res invented: metal rap. It has the distorted guitars 

and all the trappings of a rock band, but the vocals 

are just some guy rapping. Let me just say this: 

yuck. (SM) 

Striving for Togetherness records, RO. Box 564571, 
College Point, NY 11356-4571 

Fai ling Sickness-Right on Time, LP 
This is only the second time ever I’ve gotten a 12” 

for review so I immediately wanted to like this 

when I opened up my (enormous) package of 

review material. This is quirky as fuck fast punk 

with lots of time changes (no, not like math rock), 

kind of street punkish at times. The music is so 

hyper and trebly and spastic and the parts change 

so often that it makes me feel like I’m on speed or 

something. It reminds me of Op Ivy at times, espe¬ 

cially on the song Holding Cell both lyrically and 

musically, but this definitely doesnt define them. I 

can’t say Ive ever heard a band that sounds exactly 

like this. It is so unique musically that there wasnt a 

single moment I was bored while listening to it. 

The packaging is great too—cool handwritten cut 

and paste lyrics and hand drawn cover. I can’t 

believe this band has been around since 1989— 

they all look like they’re 18. My only criticism is: 

drop the pick-it-ups in Ease Up. (KB) 

Hopeless Records PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
74$ 5 

Fifl een-Allegra, CD 
This is the live CD that took forever to come out. 

It really wasn’t worth the wait. Slow rather lack-lus¬ 

ter performance. You know the band and probably 

own enough of their stuff. (EA) 

No Records PO Box 14088 Berkeley, CA 94712 

Fir! >works-lit Up, Cb 
The Fireworks keep staying around trying, trying to 

break out. Hopefully the real CD will come with 

more than a sticker on a paper sleeve. Weak. The 

music is typical Fireworks, very live sounding. Little 

production does this band best. I would suggest 

Their Au Go Go CD instead. (EA) 

Last Beat Records 2819 Commerce Dallas, TX 75226 

Fla^e-Music, 7” 
Fuzzy sounding indie pop that reminds you of a 

million songs you’ve heard on the local alternative 

station while youre at the drugstore. Way, way too 

slow and boring and lacking in energy for my 

tastes. Sorry I can’t say more but I don’t know very 

much about indie rock so I can’t make any com¬ 

parisons. It would have been nice if there was 

some way to tell that the 2nd side is 33 even 

though the first is 45 without resorting to looking 

at the marks scratched in the record. Of course, 

for a split second I kind of liked it when I had it 

on 45 on the second side. I was thinking, Wow! 

An indie band with enough of a sense of humor to 

make fun of themselves! Oh well, it was fun for a 

second anyway. (KB) 

Car >o/Headhunter 4901-906 Morena Blvd San Diego, 
CA 32117-3432 

Floor-sA, 7” 
Yuck. This has to be one of the worst produced 

records I’ve ever heard. It’s just mud!! There are no 

lyrics, so I couldn’t know what they’re saying even if 

I could understand it. This is a mess. Nicely pack¬ 

aged mess. (DS) 

Rhetoric Records PO Box 82, Madison Wl 53701 

Th<! 
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Forty-TWo-What It’s Like to be a 
iclan, 7” 

Kinda noisy badly recorded hardcore that doesn’t 

stick in my mind very well. Plus, there’s an insert 

telling the reader that they really need to travel 

more, because it’s “essential to the survival of the 

scene as we know it.” Don’t these people have jobs? 

I can’t just cut out for a road trip whenever I want, 

I’ve got a job—and more importantly a zine—to 

attend to. (DS) 

Cor current PO Box 55462 Atlanta, GA 30308 

Funeral Oration-Believer, LP 
Dutch hardcore that sounds as out-of-date as you 

would expect. Really nice packaging though. (DS) 

Hop eless Records PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409- 
74$ 6 



"Sol >/Another Joe-Ass Seen On TV, Ct> 

Slothing like a CD with a giant ass when you open 

t up, now, is there? And asses all over the inside. 

And photos of the band’s asses. I was halfway 

expecting some sort of frat rock, but both bands 

:ame through with the Fat Wreck Chords style of 

^unk rock. This is a split CD between two bands 

:hat sound so much alike, I could hardly tell where 

ob ended and Another Joe started. All in all, its 

lot bad. But, honestly, the I wanna be a Fat band 

:hing does get a little redundant sometimes. (JP) 

Migity Idy Records PO Box 7756 Clearwater, FI 
34^18-7756 

Gri^f-Misery Ever After, CD 
can honestly say that this disc is the only thing in 

■ny stack of reviews that I was excited to review 

when I opened my mail. If ya havent heard Grief 

ly now, they play a doomy, Sabbath - induced 

ludgecore that moves like a snail. This disc might 

le some of their best stuff yet, and they got off 

entury Media records to rock the world to death. 

This rules for this genre! Totally negative lyrics that 

nake me smile. (NW) 

Theologian Records PO Box 1070 Hermosa Beach, CA 
902 54 

Hands Tied-CD 
Hands Tied play sXe-youth crew style hardcore 

:irca ‘88. They’re pretty good at it too. Usually I 

:an’t take this new “old school” stuff, but Hands 

Tied has that special something that keeps me 

nterested. Maybe it’s the way the singers voice 

:racks like Civ’s did on Start Today, maybe it’s the 

fact that this CD is so short that it’s over before I 

:an get sick of it... I dunno. Nothing new musical¬ 

ly, but a good, solid release. (MM) 

Equal Vision Records, PO Box 14, Hudson, NY 12534 

Happy Ending-(Smile for the camera), CD 
An odd attempt to recreate late sixties garage rock, 

with mixed results. Sometimes, they hit it right on 

:he head: Cityscape really sounds apiece with the 

:ra. Other times, the fact that the songs arent nec¬ 

essarily any good catches up with them (See, They 

*ot 3 Is) And do we really need another cover of 

Louie, Louie, or any cover of A day in the Life? But 

they get some points for trying, I guess (DC) 

Suburban Poser Records, c/o Box 225, Wallingford, CT 
064 92-0225 

■fiafmTkeTTXrT"- 
The annoying ad/flyer that came with this 7” (why 

on earth do bands/labels think they should replace 

inserts and lyrics with promo flyers?) describes this 

oand as fast, aggressive punk rock n roll. I, however, 

would replace fast with mid-tempo, aggressive with 

:ruising along and punk with garagey. Sort of jang- 

ly guitars and slightly muffled vocals. Not that this 

isnt catchy in an indie-rock way but it just aint my 

:up of tea. (KB) 

Satellite Records 920 E. Colorado Blvd Pasadena, CA 
91106 

Hellwinkle-Any Similarities To Persons 
Living..., CD 

Straightforward hardcore, with a metallic edge (they 

cover Warlock by Danzig). They sound like a cross 

between Fugazi and Pantera. Not bad, though hard¬ 

ly the most original thing youll ever hear.(DC) 

winkle, PO Box 70, Elwood, IN 46306 

Jef! Humphrey Trio-s/t, 7” 
Pretty awesome semi-acoustic punk, with 

poppy undertones. There are some really awe¬ 

some backing sounds going on in all of this, 

md the production really adds a number of 

levels to the fairly simple songs. I guess my 

Dne wish is that the lyrics were a little less 

>tream-of-consciousness, but I can live with 

ust having a catchy record to listen to. (DS) 

Trot bleman Unlimited 16 Willow St. Bayonne NJ 
07C02 

Jef: Humphrey Trip-No Fun Camp, CD 
Strange mix of power pop, folk, surreal lyrics 

md odd song structures. A song called 

Furnace Boy has to be the weirdest song 

ibout a cast-out kid Ive ever heard, while 

Dther songs are nearly conventional, and oth¬ 

ers sophomoric and others just straightfor¬ 

ward. On one level, its all pretty pointless, 

but I must admit that I find it appealing for 

some reason, and I really like it. Don’t ask me 

why though. I did hear a tape of their stuff a 

while back, and I liked that too, for some 

unknown reason. So there ya go.(DC) 

the Lotus Sound, RO. Box 8805 Albuquerque, 
MN 87198 

The e Hydrogen Terrors-Terror, 
Diplomacy & Public Relations, CD 

Reminiscent of Scratch Acid and the Birthday 

Party (which is a good thing, by the way) 

these guys kick my butt with a deep and pro¬ 

found intensity, without seeming too deriva¬ 

tive of their illustrious forebearers. Mexico! 

md Sissy Bar are worth the price of admission 

done. If ya like clever noise with a driving 

seat and a lunatic lead singer, buy this. (DC) 

Loa l Records, RO. Box 35, Providence, Rl 

02501 

Indecision-Unorthodox, LP 
Toughguy hardcore New York style. Times 

:hange boys, times change.... (DS) 

Exit PO Box 263, NYC NY 10012 

Hai 

Trus :l 

i vest-Living With A God Complex, LP 
Yep, toughguy powerchords, gargle-glass vocals, 

sne-word song titles. Nope. (DS) 

kill 23 Farm Lane Tinton Falls, NJ 07724 

Hell 

The 
7 

Humdingers-Once upon A Summertime, 

Lan :< 
IL 63 

Five songs, fun upbeat punk. The lyrics are dead on 

md if I had the space to reprint the lyrics to once 

Upon A Summertime, I would, because they are a 

*reat example of what most of our lives are like, I’m 

sure. This is the sort of record most peoples best 

friends band would make, which means youll proba¬ 

bly feel like youre in on the songs. Definitely, get 

this. Its one of those perfect pop punk records. (JP) 

:e Harbor Records 1960 Swindon PI Hoffman Est., 
195 

Humidifier-Nothing Changes. CD 
This is a good album to listen to during those long 

:ar rides or on those rainy days spent indoors. 

Somewhat droning vocals are sung while semi-dis- 

torted guitars ring out melodius licks over powerful 

drums. Humidifier features members of Superchunk 

md Spent, which may or may not be meaningful to 

^ou. Keep an eye out for these guys. (MD) 

LinH Records, 121 W 27th St., NY, NY, 10001 

Hu 

Epit 3| 

inpers-Plastique Valentine, LP 
Awesome drunk punk R’n’R. Light years ahead of 

their last Epitaph album. A damn good album, but 

it seems like it came out ages ago. Still, if you don’t 

have it yet, snag it. Also look for a red heart shaped 

vinyl version of the title track. (GG) 

iph Records 

J Cl! 

Dead 

urch / Less than Jake-split, 7” 
This is formula J-Church. Great but what you 

would expect. Two songs, it is nice when one 

;ong breaks the mold, but a quality purchase. 

Less than Jake are now riding the Major label 

:hain and I can see why. New breed ska with 

that flavor of punk that will be popular for 

ibout 6 months. Good Luck. (EA) 

Beat Records PO Box 283 LA, CA 90075 
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Ja< kbeast / Spithead-split, 7” 
Jackbeast is from Ireland and plays quirky, 

jerky stuff sorta like Fugazi meets Gang of 

Four. Extremely enjoyable. Spithead, who 

are from England, play mid tempo ska, 

sorta like The Specials, with an overbearing 

organ track that ruins what little the songs 

had in the first place. Get it for the 

Jackbeast side. (MH) 

Rejected Records; 9 Woodlands Ave.; Dun 
Lao*haire; CO Dublin; Eire 

JeJune-Junk, LP 
Can I write this review without making a ref¬ 

erence to Junction? I guess not. Yes, a 

Junction reference is definitely in order, since 

that’s the band that jejune sounds most 

like—female/male vocals, tuneful songs with 

a hardcore edge. And just as with most 

Junction releases, this record is oddly unsatis¬ 

fying. There are some incredible, timeless 

songs on here—most notably “Greyscale”, but 

there are some real stinkers too, like “Pablo.” 

Once jejune can learn to pick & choose their 

songs better, they’re going to be a force to be 

reckoned with. Or, they may go the way of 

Junction and form two even better bands, 

each focusing on the two divergent styles of 

the band. (DS) 

Big Wheel Recreation 325 Huntington Ave. #24 
Boston MA 02115 

Tho Kebabs / The Thieves Split 7” 
Catchy punk rock by these two bands. The 

Kebabs play simple three chord songs with 

fast tempos too. The Thieves have some good 

breakdowns, that remind me of old JFA. This 

record is good but I’m really burnt out on 

this sound. (SY) 

Sutsistence Records, 504 Marion Ave. 
Pittsburgh, Pa 15221 

Th«i Kent 3-Burl Ives, 7” 
Lo-fi, no distortion, Estrus-like, high energy, 

fast, English sounding. Side one instrumental 

and another. Side two, much better did.1 

mention this was fast non-distortion garage 

punk. Nice. (EA) 

My Fat Assessment Record PO Box 45133 
Seattle, WA 98154 

Sti 

The Kindred-Treating Me Bad, 7” 
I put this on, and I thought it was OK. Weird, but 

OK. Its sort of an antiquated sounding, basic, 

poppy garage band (if that makes sense at all). It 

seems as if the lyrics are contrived, and everything 

about the song sucks until the chorus, which isnt 

half bad. Maybe, just maybe, if they concentrated 

on making whole songs that sounded like those 

choruses, they could be on to something. Then 

again, maybe not. (JP) 

Gl F reductions PO Box 6948 San Jose, CA 95136 

Kic katoa-Clouds Burned By Sunshine, 7” 
According to the liner notes, this was recorded in 

August of 1995, but has just been released. I can 

understand doing something like that, if it was the 

most amazing music ever recorded. This isn’t. It’s 

just standard metal-tinged hardcore circa 1995, 

with a few more quiet parts & reverb than normal. 

Nothing to write home about and certainly nothing 

to release two years after the fact. (DS) 

Sec end Nature PO Box 11543 Kansas City, MO 
64: 38 

Krt issy-Scarecrow Target Game, 10” 
Krhissy play scrappy mid-tempo pop punk. This 

stuff is dime-a-dozen. (MM) 

Super Model Records, 614 So. 8th St. Suite 377, 
Philadelphia, PA 19147 

La Secta-Gorka Pop Y La Secta Kill City 7” 
A definite love for Iggy Pop is present here. Two 

songs here. One original written by La Secta, and 

one a cover of Kill City, which sounds better then 

Iggys original version. Get this one, for it is very 

good. (SY) 

Get Hip Recordings, PO Box 666, Canonsburg, Pa 
15: 33 USA 

La; ycain-Deaf on Corner / Stupid Maybe 
I, 7” 
Grunge rock with odd time signatures ala Helmet. 

This is good for what it is, but what it is does 

absolutely nothing for me. (MH) 

Ruido Records; PO Box 7141; Richmond VA 23221 

The Line-NO title, CD 
Melodic pop punk that reeks of TSOL influence. 

I’m not a fan of this kind of music so I don’t know 

what to say. Sounds overproduced, like something 

off of MTV. When I hear funk bass I know to turn 

it off! (NW) 

Sto le Entertainment PO Box 3663 Newport Beach, CA 
926 59 

Thr Living Daylights-Live Fast, Love Hard, 
Die with your Mask On, 7” 

NYC, old-style 70s new wavish punk. Very catch, 

very good. (DC) 

Melted Records, 21-41 34th Avenue, STE., 10A, 
L.l.<t., NY 11106-4321 

Lo< ust-9 song, 7” 
Total mayhem and carnage like only locusts can 

bring. Lo-fi grind with crazy synth sounds. Noise, 

noise, and more noise. All this and growly vocals 

too. This is a sure winner. Red vinyl. (MH) 

GSL; PO Box 11794; Berkeley CA 94712 

Lord High Fixers-two song, 7” 
Noisy and minimalistic. Tim Kerr and boys put this 

out again. Carving the groove stomping ground, 

very da,da,da,da,da.. Drunken Texas at its finest. I 

want to see these guys live. (EA) 

No Je Music 4206 Pari) Ave., Dallas TX 75223 

Thr Loudmouths-four song, 7” 
Great Male/female vocals sharing the vocals on this 

one. I like this even better than their full length 

out. Really high quality recording that captures the 

energy that the LP missed. Maybe because it is 

vinyl. There is a bonus fifth song, a cover that I 

demand you to buy so you can find out what it is 

yourself. Great all around record. (EA) 

Woundup Records, PO Box 3695 Kansas City, KS 
66: .03 

Lucinda Bright-No title, 7” 
If I was stranded on a desert isle with only a 

turntable and this record, I wouldn’t listen to it. It’s 

wimpy rock with a “talented” female vocalist. They’ll 

probably get air play on a few college stations, then 

go away. I hope it all happens quickly. (SM) 

Fac; Down Records, 3317 Brunswick Park, Suite 
#302/320, Lawrenceville, NJ 09648 

Man Or AstroMan?-1000x, LP 
Can I take a moment to talk about packaging? Yes I 

can. Fucking amazing packaging from our favorite 

spaced-out surf-rockers. They’re using vellum the 

way vellum should be used, as a way of creating lay¬ 

ers, space, and complex arrangements. Gawd, I wish 

had designed this record—I would be able to die 

happy, knowing that I did more for the use of vellum 

than anyone else since the invention of the blueprint. 

That out of the way, this isn’t your traditional 

MOAM record, it’s much more rocking, and much 

less surfy. It’s a really refreshing change, as they’re 

only so far you can take space-themed surf rock. A 

really strong release no matter how you slice it. (DS) 

Touth & Go PO Box 25520 Chicago IL 60625 



oh u»hj, do washed up o td band* conbinue bo keep *peuiin| Jorbh *uch 

,C.-Featuring Pig Champion, 7” 
Why, oh why, do washed up old bands continue to 

Keep spewing forth such drivel. MDC used to be 

?reat. Key words here: used to. Now they’re a sec- 

md rate punk band. This is terrible, flat out utter 

:rap. I guarantee the only reason that Fat Mike put 

this out was because these guys had a classic album 

way back when and he thought he could make a 

Duck. To all those bands from the early 80s that 

ased to be good, give up, please. You’ll be doing us 

ill a favor. (MM) 

Honest Don’s Hardly Chewed Niblets, PO Box 192027, 
San Francisco, CA 94119-2027 

The) Metroschifter-Generation RX, LP 
can’t believe more people aren’t wetting themselves 

Dver The Metroschifter! There are very few bands 

aut there right now that are putting out such chal- 

enging albums. I don’t mean challenging like 

fapanoise or something like that, but challenging 

ike incorporating strings into their songs, like they 

did on a recent 7”. But this album blows everything 

The Metroschifter used to do out of the water- 

chis album is a country album. It’s incredible. It’s 

;uch a risk for this band—which is at heart a hard- 

:ore band—and for the label—which is completely 

i hardcore label. The risk pays off though, produc¬ 

ing a beautifully melancholy country album com¬ 

plete with wailing harmonica and a cover of “So 

Lonesome I Could Cry.” Three cheers for The 

Metroschifter! (DS) 

Dog louse Records PO Box 8946 Toledo, OH 43623 

The Millionaires-Chilling, Thrilling Sounds of, 
7” 

This isnt the same Millionaires that I remember 

nearing a few months ago, at least I hope not. The 

vocals are kinda Seattle 1993, not my cup of tea. 

The music is rock and roll with a punk influence 

md very musician. Musician meaning suitable for 

radio play. More hi-fidelity that expected. (EA) 

Teen Patriot Records PO Box 85073. LA CA 90072- 
0073 

Mil :own-No title, 7” 
Very tuned down, heavy post-hardcore type stuff 

:hat kept me listening. Great emo packaging that 

makes for an OK 7”. Three songs that will keep 

fou rocking in an early Soundgarden way! (NW) 

Hyd a Head Records PO Box 990248 Boston, MA 
02199 

Mi< ery Index-Power of 3, 7” 
This thing came out over two years ago so why do I 

have to review it now? MI play mediocre power 

rock. They have a definite new wave influence but 

generally are no good. (MM) 

Cac:us Prick Records, PO Box 27142, Tempe, AZ 
852 85 

Mis ery Index-s/t, CD 
Decent sludgy rock/punk with occasional meander¬ 

ing toward the sloppy hardcore side of punk. I 

ictually really like this, though it isn’t a classic or 

mything. A fun and noisy release. (MH) 

Probing Toad; 1009 Davis #27; Evanston IL 60201 

The) Monorchid-Let Them Eat, LP 
Karma has given me a chance to redeem myself 

after writing The Monorchid off as “novelty music” 

last issue. While there’s definitely a large novelty 

factor going on here—crazy syncopations &C nutzo 

backing sounds—there’s a lot more going on as 

well. One has to hand it to The Monorchid for 

Deing one of the most original bands operating 

right now—with influences not coming from punk, 

rock or soul, but instead from another fucking 

galaxy. (DS) 

Lovit Records 5800 W. Friendly Ave. Box 17358 
Grei snsboro NC 27410 

Mothermania-Poop Du Jour, CD 
The first song on this CD is pure ska, and the rest 

progress into a really great ska-punk mix. The 

singer has a great voice and the music is upbeat and 

fun. I rarely like this style of music, because it is 

usually boring, contrived, and typical. I used to 

think Less Than Jake was the only band that stood 

out in this genre, but wow I think they have a run 

for their money. Of course, thats a good thing... its 

been a while since Ive heard a band like this that I 

will listen to again and again. (JP) 

Minlglo PO Box 58, Manasquan, NJ, 08736 

drivel. 

Mu shacha-s/t, tD 
This rules. Superchunk styling with a heavier 

feel, somewhere between a punk and a rock 

olace. Heavy melodic guitars and wonderful 

sung/yelled vocals. Good good good. (MH) 

Slip Jisc Records; 101 W. Grand Ste 600; 
Chicago IL 60610 

Thd Murder City Devils-Dance hall 
Mu »ic, 7” 

Folks from the DEATH WISH KIDS and 

UNABOMBERS hit the HEARTBREAK- 

ERS and NEW YORK DOLLS sections at 

the used record store. The infusion of Rock 

md Roll, the cheesy first wave glam moves, 

back into where punk has evolved is a good 

:ircle to see complete and there’s elements of 

promise here with catchy songs with big gui¬ 

tar and styling choruses. The difference is that 

HEARTBREAKERS and NEW YORK 

DOLLS were messed up freaks and junkies in 

New York City, and these are kids from 

Seattle(Um..not Detroit??? I guess EMER¬ 

ALD CITY DEVILS sounds pretty dumb) 

who look up to them. I fully believe the best 

punk rock has always been, and will always be 

made by freaks, and songs here like “Take the 

Train” fall short because they’re out of there 

“lement-Train to where? Vancouver? The 

trains in New York City are lined with dis¬ 

ease, Junkies, 60 year old transsexuals, per¬ 

verts and other creeps, smell of piss and the 

Lised needles roll up to your feet. That’s the 

difference. Three songs. (KS) 

Emf ty records, RO. Box 12034, Seattle, WA 
98102 

My 3 Scum-RidinVYou Creep Me Out, 7” 
Somehow, the no frill, age old rockabilly for- 

mula-the shuffling country beat and twangy 

guitar, crooning howls with ELVIS-style vocal 

vibrato screaming “YOU CREEP ME OUT! 

TOU CREEP ME OUT!” -as delivered by 

this Pennsylvania trio come across pretty 

fresh. No bad eight generation political analy¬ 

sis or tepid self introspection-just hooting and 

tiollerin’ crazy fun. (KS) 

Eeri; Records, 2408 Peach ST., Eerie, PA 
165 02 

Mi 

Cau 

r eral-s/t, 7” 
Tes sir, Mineral are coming into their own with this 

new 7”. Beautiful instrumentation, flavored with 

ust enough vocal to make this light punk 7” a 

must by for closet romantics everywhere. (DS) 

field P0 Box 84323 Uncoln, NE 68501 

Mo 

Moo 

urning Again / Shoulder-split, 7” 
Mourning Again are serious. They play two angry 

md urgent songs on their side of the record. The 

music is extremely technical, and in places it sounds 

like the band isn’t going to pull it off - but they do. 

While Morning Again are on the angry side of 

hardcore, Shoulder stand firmly on the melodic 

side. They play a good song about media-perpetuat- 

:d gender roles, with slightly-distraught sounding 

vocals to keep it appealing to da punks. A good 

record, oh yeah. (SM) 

Cow Records, R0. Box 616, Madison Wl 53701 
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I have a plcdjcd a lijcbimc oj complete and bobal Juckinj reactance bo 

"My Pal Trigger-Two Miles from 
Nojvhere, 7” 

Both songs are well-done melodic down- 

tempo emo ballads that simply don’t move 

me at all. Some very good melodic guitar 

work and nice use of dynamics, but boring is 

boring is boring is... (MH) 

De< th Squad Records; PO Box 7623; Jupiter FL 
33' 68 

My White Bread Mom / The Divers-split, 7” 
MWBM are noisy, fast and sound more like 

the Motards or Gaunt recently. I have always 

thought these boys can put it out. Two quick 

songs and we go over to the B-side. The 

Divers are rather forgettable, rather MTV 

style alterna-something. They are from UK so 

they are excused and no too bad. It is worth 

the MWBM side and the zip-lock packaging 

is a change, but a pain in my 7” box and I 

would think more expensive, it doesnt really 

matter. (EA) 

Alum Records, no address. 

Th<! Naked Mary-s/t, CD 
A shambling bit of folk-rockish stuff, with a 

slightly more experimental edge. Nothing too 

arresting, but fairly inoffensive if monochro¬ 

matic. (DC) 

Em )ryo, 1477 Bay Ridge Ave., Brooklyn, NY 
n: ii9 

Th«i Need-7” 
Whoa... this is crazy stuff. Devo influenced girl 

rock that goes from quirky to straight forward 

and back again. A pleasant surprise. (MM) 

KR$, 120 NE State #418, Olympia, WA 98501 

Ne ter Only Once-Saving Grace, LP 
Ho-hum hardcore with more of a metal edge 

than I think they intended. Its been done 

before, and it’s been done better. (DS) 

Pre sure Point PO Box 907 Colchester, VT 05446 

Thu Nils-Greens Fields in Daylight, CD 
I don’t really know where to say on this one. 

Lets try Why was this not released before 

1997? The Nils from the Great White North 

have a couple great songs but 28 and an 

interview might be a little much. Husker Du 

fans take note of this, you will probably like 

it. Tracks taken from BYO comp. Demo tapes 

and 12 LPs all form 1982-1986. Five previ¬ 

ously unreleased songs including three covers. 

In 1997 this sounds so radio, in the early 

1980s this was progressive, huh? (EA) 

Wheel Records PO Box 115, Station R 

Yh4 Nimrod Five-LP 
When I first put this disc on, I really liked it - 

well-produced, speedy 4 chord punk of the vari¬ 

ety thats not especially original (vocals, guitars, 

bass all have basically the same melody) but this 

has so much energy that it initially appealed to 

me. The shattered UPC code on the back is 

pretty damn cool too. However, one song called 

Men Win ruined this CD. I don’t know if that 

song is supposed to be a joke but if it is, its not 

a very good one with lines like Fuck you bitch, 

do what youre told and something about drool¬ 

ing on the hair of my balls. Yeah, fuck you, you 

pretty boy jocks. This reminds me of bands like 

Poison who have all these sappy love songs 

(quite a few of the songs on this disc are about 

love and girls) while at the same time writing 

degrading songs about tits and ass. I’m usually 

pretty tolerant of tongue-in-cheek harmless 

humor but this shit pissed me off. (KB) 

Bla< :k Plastic Records PO Box 480832 Denver, CO 
80; 48 

Nir ety-Nine-99, CD 
This CD is definitely different from most of what I 

get to review. 99 switches from fast distorted rock 

to slower clean guitar and keyboard tracks, but the 

droning vocals remain the same. Ninety-Nine lies 

between the planes of being genius and extremely 

annoying. When it looks as if the band is making a 

dash for the latter, the former brings it back, and 

vice versa. (MD) 

End earing Records PO Box 69009 2025 Corydon 
i, Winnipeg, MB r3P 269 

Pat- y c/o Woozy PO box 148, Hove BN3 3DQ UK 

No Motlv / The Choice-Split, 7” 
More pop type punk, but No Motiv pulls it off well 

by playing fast and having an energetic sound. Two 

songs by each band. The Choice play a more oi 

sounding punk style with decent lyrics. A good 

release. (NW) 

Its Alive Records PO Box 6326 Oxnard, CA 93031 

No >odys Vs. Pinhead Circus-7/10 Split. 7” 
Nobodys start their side off with an instrumental 

(yawn), then go into an old fashioned garage song , 

then go into a vaguely hardcore song. This just 

doesnt cut it. Pinhead Circus win the battle here 

with two songs that are a little poppier and have 

more energy to them. Oh, and Pinhead Circus also 

have higher bowling averages, according to the 

record insert. (JP) 

Soc a Jerk PO Box 4056 Boulder, CO 

Not a U.S. Gang-Fuck Your Brain, 7” 
Nifty melodic hardcore from Germany. Five songs 

of quality SoCal style HC without all the fancy 

production. Wish they would have included lyrics, 

but otherwise this is AOK. (MH) 

Bar acuda Rex; A. -Schmieder-Str 53; 94377 
Ste nach; Germany 

Th<! Original 2-No Limit Bluff, 7 
Nice duo here. Layered guitars fill the space with a 

full, punched out sound. Chris from Lookout on 

drums on this one. Almost a two-piece PIL or Love 

and Rockets or something like that. Different for 

1997 and a nice change in the pace here at Punk 

Planet review central. (EA) 

Del jxe, PO Box 14205 Berkeley CA 94712 

Th< i Other-No title, CD 
Total early 80s sounding pop mixed with Nirvana. 

Yuck!! You get a mix of the Police and Men at 

Work. This stuff has no business even being 

reviewed in this zine. (NWQ 

Horest Dons PO Box 192027 San Francisco, CA 
94:19 

Overcast-Begging for Indifference, CDEP 
This band knows how to be heavy, but they sure 

don’t know how to write a song. This CD has four 

songs that aren’t much more than a bunch of parts 

thrown together. It’s hardcore-influenced metal, 

with all the pounding and chugging and screaming 

and all that, but without and good songs. Blah. 

(SM) 

Edi; on Recordings, RO. Box 42586, Philadelphia, PA 
19:01-2586 

Th<f Padded Cell-S/T, CD 
Real tough guy punk. If you like your 

HC/Punk/Pop mixed up in a blender, then you like 

the Padded Cell. References Enemas, junkies and 

Dykes. Get the picture. High quality, top notch 

production. Good lord, sing along you little green 

haired 13 year olds. (EA) 

Deed Beat Records PO Box 283 LA, CA 90075 

Pendulum Floors-A Kicking Good Time With, CD 
VERY low-fi poetry rants with spare music, recorded 

on a Walkman in their bedroom. Sort of like Algebra 

Suicide without ANY production values, there are 

some undeniably goods songs hidden in there, and 

some decent performances too, but they often get 

overwhelmed by the absurdly (and intentionally) bad 

production. I’d love to hear them recorded on some¬ 

thing better — maybe even a boombox.(DC) 

Villq Villakula, PO Box 1929, Boston, MA 02205 

Ma l 
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fchu brand o| |ood time*” *mart juj snowboarding soundtrack jockcorc. 

Pe| girlz-Down and Dirty, LP 
Droning, sludgey garage rock. The songs have 

:ides like “Chernobyl Express” and “Napalm 

Buddha”. They’ve got guitars solos all over the 

Diace, the vocals are terrible, and the songs go 

nowhere. Why anyone would agree to release a 

full-length CD of this stuff is beyond my ability 

:o comprehend. (SM) 

Alive; Records, RO. Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510 

The Phantom Pregnancies-Special Child, 7” 
[ traveled a couple hundred miles just to buy the 

Phantom Pregnancies “Assassination City” LP, and 

[ couldn’t be happier that I didn’t have to travel at 

ill to get this 7”: it arrived in my PO Box for 

review! Anyway, for those out of the loop, the 

Phantom Pregnancies includes ex members of 

hiuggy Bear. Now take the most abrasive, wonder¬ 

ed, giddy-inducing elements of Huggy Bear and 

strip them down to low-fi craziness. That’s the 

Phantom Pregnancies. Fucking brilliant. This 7” is 

i little less noisy than the full-length, but it’s still 

squeally & noisy and shake-yer-ass as all get out. 

Fuck yeah. (DS) 

Trot bleman Unlimited 16 Willow St. Bayonne NJ 
07C02 

Phobia-Enslaved, 7” 
Six songs of metal grind, doom-ridden throat chor¬ 

tles screeching to hyper yalps. Spastic Jackhammer 

snare drum action splits the heaviness with speed. 

This Southern California band don’t expand the 

horizon of the grind-death-crust landscape, but 

Dbliterate it with their precise and powerful delivery 

Df the style. Strong base point political lyrics nail 

down Christians, patriots, Animal Experimentation, 

md racists. (KS) 

Slap -a-ham, RO. Box 420843, San Francisco, CA 
94142-0843 

The Phoids-Marianne Doesn’t Know Yet, CD 
When this disc is good, it sounds like Husker Du 

melded with Urge Overkill. Grainy vocals and very 

enjoyable melodic rock. Unfortunately, there’s a lot 

Df bad on this, which is just crappy rock. Overall, I 

»ive it a C+. (MH) 

Ng Records; 622 Broadway #3A; NYC NY 10012 

Piebald / Cave In-split, 7” 
This record is nothing less than great. The Cave In 

;ide screams and chuggs and pounds all over the place, 

with little bits of Deadguy showing through here and 

:here. It’s a heavy, angry, passionate song, and it even 

las a couple lines of melodic singing. And over on the 

Piebald side, the band shows off their unique brand of 

melodic hardcore in a song that shows progression 

from the other stuff of theirs I’ve heard. It’s a damn 

£Ood song. In fact, it’s been going through my head all 

day, and it’s been a pretty good day. (SM) 

Moo Cow Records, R0. Box 616, Madison Wl 53701 

Pink Lincolns-Pure Swank, CD 
This was no where as good as everyone has told 

me. I only own one other Pink Lincoln record 

(split with SW). This seemed like a weak Queers, 

who are rather weak these days on their own. Co¬ 

produced by Bill Stevenson so you know the 

drums sound good. Probably tops if you like 

them, I just think it is getting old. Thirteen 

cracks. (EA) 

Stifl Pole Records PO Box 20721 St. Petersburg, FL 
33742 

Pinky-One Glass Of Cool Aid , Two Straws 
Please, 7” 

1 suppose this records is a 41 rpm, even though it says 

45 rpm. The music sounds OK on both 33 and 45 

speeds, but the vocals are incredibly weird on both 

speeds. Since it says 45, Ill review that speed. Two 

words: Chipmunk punk. I don’t get it. (JP) 

43C East Robert Rd Oak Creek, Wl 53154 

Pus sycat Flanagan-7” 
What in fucking hell are these people thinking? 

A one-sided 45 with blank labels, no insert, and 

the crappiest photocopied 7” cover in existence - 

gee, sounds great guys, lets do it! I have no 

problem with simplistic packaging because 

sometimes that is just the best and coolest way 

co do it but this was totally ridiculous. The 

music was also total crap - nondescript, weve 

seen together for a week and we barely know 

how to play our instruments - with drony, no- 

calent, no-appeal vocals. I can’t fathom why they 

Dothered with a 7”; this is definite dub-copies- 

on-the-boombox material. (KB) 

Teen Patriot Records PO Box 85073 Los Angeles, CA 
90C 72-0073 

Qundliacha-Keeper of the Seven Bass 
Players, 7” 

NOFX played at 45 RPM over an A.M. radio. 

The all-time worst recording I’ve ever heard out 

Df the famed Morrisound Studios in Florida-this 

sounds live to 2-track! This Atlanta band plays 

chis style slightly better than the ten bands in 

your town playing the identical brand of sing-a- 

long, high-single tempo pop-hardcore with snotty 

vocals. I have a pledged a lifetime of complete 

md total fucking resistance to this brand of “good 

cimes” smart guy snowboarding soundtrack jock- 

:ore. It makes as much sense to me as people who 

line up for Tom Cruise movies on opening night, 

follow professional sports teams, or still laugh 

ibout old John Belushi episodes of Saturday 

Night Live-there’s no angst, no nihilism, no 

mger—the things I embrace about punk 

rock. That type of bullshit “fun core” puts it 

level with the mainstream of “Don’t worry 

De happy” motherfuckers. This is a Japanese 

release and doesn’t feature printed lyrics in 

English, which could sway me, but seeing as 

the all encompassing, titanic deeply thought 

:orralling theme of this release they want to 

impart to the planet is “Hey dude-our band 

keeps changing bass players” I seriously 

fucking doubt it. (KS) 

Deried a Custom, Yoshiyuki Takahashi, 3-5-12- 
106, Higashigadai, Narita-shi, Chiba, 286 JAPAN 

Radio Flyer-in their strange white 
armor, CD 

Experimental collaboration, reminiscent at 

cimes of Brise-Glace and the weirder parts of 

Pavement, though occasionally some melody 

md/or song structure creeps in. Frustrating, 

chough when it works (like on (312) its 

excellent. (DC) 

poly ✓inyl records, RO. Box 1885, Danville, IL 
616 34-1885 

Re«il Estate Fraud-the Tough Guy, 7” 
Right away I knew this 7” was good. In fact, 

,t is totally great. Real Estate Fraud manages 

co pull off the same old punk guitar riffs and 

Dass lines with style as well as adding some 

:lever drum beats and patterns. However, the 

most innovative aspect of this refreshing 

release is the insane vocals, which verge on 

mnoying but are overpowered with panache 

md originality. Well worth your time and 

money! (MD) 

C-C ty Records, 6066 Shingle Creek Parkway 
#i: !7, Minneapolis, MN, 55430 

Reluse-Trail Of Destruction, 7” 
[n 1980 this brand of mid-tempo anthemic punk 

chat bums to speedy hardcore was a harsh and 

timely reaction to overproduced Schmaltzy VAN 

HALEN rock and a decaying “ME-generation” 

republican war mad society. In 1997 it’s a pale 

limp tradition which can occasionally can be 

Dushed by exertion of extreme force or aggression 

Dut of this realm of nostalgia. While this is pretty 

*ood, this is not the case here. The angry growl¬ 

ing bark of vocals, searing metallic riffs, rushing 

drum speed, the dead person on the front cover, 

the person with a mohawk on the back are all in 

place ,but the effect is nil. It’s done, and outside 

d! the people in this bands immediate blast 

radius, I can’t think of a single good reason to rec- 

Dmmend this over checking out the originators of 

m 
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the style-DISCHARGE, VARUKERS, CON¬ 

FLICT, ANTISECT, DISORDER (even) the 

EXPLOITED, who’s music was filled with ideas 

and passion and hope that creativity, and not imi¬ 

tation,would flourish in response. A solid 7”, but 

you’re 17 years too late. (KS) 

$3.50 Post paid to REFUSE/ 2838 Quail Oak, 
Sar] Antonio, IX 78232 

Reluvenate-To the Extreme, CD 
Angry “New Yawk” hardcore ala Cromags or 

Agnostic Front. Half of this is studio, and half 

live, but the live stuff is also of a decent quality. 

I love the music, but I’ve always been uneasy 

with the hardcore mentality (they thank “any 

bitches that we can hang with”). Still, that 

aside, this is some of the best hardcore of this 

type I’ve heard for a long time. (MH) 

Spirit Records; PO Box 1252; Madison Sq 
New York, NY 10159 

Frea 
Sta 

Rifc I bon Fix-The Gathy Years, LP 
I can only give this album a mixed review. The 

songs are generally long and emo, but some¬ 

what technical at the same time. The band has 

two vocalists- a boy and a girl. The female 

vocals are very reminiscent of Copper- she has a 

beautiful voice and I like how she sings a lot. 

The male vocals fall flat, though he does have a 

good voice. Unfortunately, the length of the 

songs and the alterna-emo style gets boring and 

the album is almost too much to listen to in 

one shot. I think this band could be really 

good, but unfortunately, this album has more 

bad points than good ones. (JP) 

Gra ton Records 537 Steiner Street SF, CA 
94: 17 

Rir se, 7” 
Are you a hardcore kid who holds Slayer close 

to your heart? ....Well then, you will appreci¬ 

ate this distortion laden, scream filled record. 

Rinse seems to be filled with an energetic 

anger that is only balanced out with their 

heartfelt lyrics. Good thing the lyrics are 

included in the liner, too bad that the audi¬ 

ence at their live shows wouldn’t be able to 

understand a word they are saying. I under¬ 

stand Spanish better than their lyrics, and I 

took foreign language in a public school. 

Regardless, this one is for the oppressed 

youth. Dancing fools need not apply. (MD) 

Corjcurrent, PO Box 55462, Atlanta, GA 30308 

Sal ans Pilgrims-Around the World with, CD 
This surf thing got out of hand a couple years ago 

and the Satans Pilgrims are one of the few that sur¬ 

vived. These guys do it up there with the Ventures, 

tight and perfect. Live they are worth the trip and 

this CD is better than their last. I would say, more 

. traditional. (EA) 

Empty Records PO Box 12034 Seattle, WA 98102 

Self-Codename, Spivey CD 
I bet these guys listen to lots of Bad Religion! 

Pretty good energetic pop punk from these three 

kids from South Carolina. I wouldnt rush out and 

buy this, but then again pop punk is not my 

thing. Personal lyrics that make little sense to a 

guy like me. (NW) 

Thr< e Day Hero Records 311 University Commons 
Cay ;e, SC 29033 

Seraphim / Candyland Carcrash-split, 7” 
Seraphim sound a bit like the Hal A1 Shedad, but 

without all the style or great songwriting. 

Candyland Carcrash are in the modern hardcore 

vein and are better musically than Seraphim, but 

still suffer vocally. Not to say the vocals are really 

bad, but they take a bit of getting used to. I was 

hoping for more from this record, but it turns out 

to be nothing to get excited about. (SM) 

Sm ill Craft Advisory, RO. Box 79426, North 
Dar mouth, MA 02747 

Serotonin-While I Breathe., 7” 
Nice two colored silk screened cover here goes great 

with the emo music. These guys from Tenn. do the 

emo thing pretty well, mixing some heavy parts 

here and there ( Unsane-type heavy parts ). Three 

songs with personal lyrics. (NW) 

Cor current PO Box 55462 Atlanta, GA 30308 

Shi ides Apart-Seeing Things, CD 
Shades Apart return with their blend of power and 

pop. As with the last release, Bill Stevenson and 

Stephen Egerton (both of Descendents/All fame) 

did the production, so you know it sounds good. 

Unfortunately the songs are pretty boring and mun¬ 

dane. SA sound like they’re going through the 

motions, sort of like what happened to Bad 

Religion. The singer’s voice doesn’t sound so adoles¬ 

cent anymore and he’s lost all his energy and con¬ 

viction too. There are even a few alternative radio 

friendly songs... yuck! (MM) 

Rev station Records, PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, 
CA 52615-5232 

Sh.ii Hulud-A Profound Hatred of Man, CDEP 
High quality mid-tempo metalcore. Wall of guitars 

with layers of noise and melody. Screaming vocals. Just 

the kind of stuff you’d expect from Crisis. 3 songs on a 

CD are a big waste of resources, though. (MH) 

Cris s Records; PO Box 4232; Huntington Beach, CA 
92(15 

Sh irks Kill—This Could Be the Day, 7” 
Yeesh... The music is really bad, jangley, pop drivel. 

The singing is out of tune at times and the songs 

are poorly written. They even have one of those 

obligatory female bass player/singer types. The one 

good thing about this record is the packaging; two 

booklets with tons of info, lyrics good song expla¬ 

nations and personal writings... However, most of it 

you’ve probably already heard or read before so 

there’s really no need. (MM) 

Ato nic Fireball Records, 2011 NE 47th, Portland, OR 
97123 

Sh >ulder-Touch, LP 
This is a solid LR At no point did I think this band 

didn’t have enough material to fill an album. Shoulder 

play melodic, emotional hardcore, with slightly dis¬ 

traught vocals. The songs are put together well and 

short instrumental bits are thrown in throughout to 

keep things interesting. Good stuff. (SM) 

Corquer the World Records, RO. Box 40282, Redford, 
Ml 48240 

Sh >ulder-s/t, 7” 
Shoulder claims that George Eastman (the inventor 

of the Kodak camera & film) killed himself because 

he surrendered “to a capitalist’s utopia” due to the 

fact that his suicide note said simply, “my work here 

is done.” George Eastman WAS a capitalist, he was 

sitting on a goldmine, and he chose to off him¬ 

self—that’s commendable! I wish more rich white 

men would off themselves because they felt they 

could no longer invent things, instead of just get¬ 

ting old and rich, living off of other people’s labor. 

That said, this is syncopated, metal-tinged hardcore 

with a message. (DS) 

Corquer the World Records PO Box 10282 Redford, 
Ml L8240 

Sicecar-Three Wheel Heroes, LP 
Sidecar does the “Fat Wreck Chords” thing with more 

flair and panache then any other band in their realm. 

“Three Wheel Heroes” contains more anthems for 

the oppressed Nintendo playing, chain-wearing, 

skateboarding, angst-ridden youth of today. (MD) 

What Else Records, P0 box 3411, Dayton, oh 45401 



A *otid 7”, but |ou 

^kinflower-Dad, 7’* 

Pretty decent skronk rock, percussive noise with 

Dunch of screaming, though others (including others 

reviewed in these pages this month) do it better. (DC) 

Pop Smart Records, RO. Box 3341 New York, NY 
10:163 

Skc okumchuck-Plenty of good Spirit Water, 7” 

Ughh... See Sharks Kill review except there is no 

:ool packaging. (MM) 

Mow Down Music, PO Box 45503, Seattle, 
Washington 98145 

Sleater-Kinney-Dig Me Out, LP 

This album makes me wet my pants uncontrol¬ 

lably. This is, hands down, the best album released 

this year to date. I have a hard time describing this 

ilbum, because its so good it’s almost indescrib- 

ible. For those of your that have the previous 

Sleater-Kinney releases, you’ve probably already 

gotten this, and are probably already wetting your¬ 

selves too. For those of you that don’t, imagine the 

oest Wagner opera you can, cross it with the 

Bikini Kill “Rebel Girl” 7”, add a dash of The 

Kinks, and a moment of silence for Heavens To 

Betsy (where two of the three Kinneys come 

:rom), and that’s what you get. As I had to explain 

:o a coworker of mine the other day who asked 

Tie why Sleater-Kinney was punk rock, “if it isn’t, 

then I want out of this scene right goddamn now.” 

Get with the program, people. Get with Sleater- 

Kinney or get lost. (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State Street #418 Olympia, 
WA 98501 

Snollygoster-No title, 7” 

A couple pop-punk songs with vocals that fall 

somewhere between gruff and strained. The songs 

ire short and there’s only two of them, so the 

record is pretty easy to digest... it’s also pretty easy 

to forget. (SM) 

Sneszeguard records, RO. Box 25, Waterford, NY 
12188 

Sp<irkmarker-500 Watt Burner At Seven, LP 

I’ve been waiting for years for that one really good 

Sparkmarker record that would make me realize 

what the fuss is all about. I’m still waiting. Bland 

hardcore that is sounding more and more dated 

with every release. (DS) 

Criss Records PO Box 5232 Huntington Beach, CA 
92615-5232 

rc 17 iea va too lake 

Special Guest/Invaderz-SpIit, CD 

Two bands, neither are very good. Special Guest do 

dome boring, run of the mill punk, that doesnt do 

anything for me. Invaderz are worse, changing 

styles like most people change their underwear. 

Now that I think about it, I really don’t like this 

CD at all. (JP) 

Boot To Head Records PO Box 9005 Portland, OR 
97207 

Speed Queens-4 song, 7” 

Not the best selections from their full length. 

Kind of a more punk rock L7 or Lunachicks. Nice 

Tim Kerr production makes this worthy of vinyl. 

Two of four songs are included on the full length. 

So I would suggest skipping this and going right 

to LP/CD and then pick this up if you feel 

tarved. (EA) 

Syrrlpathy for the Record Industry 

Speed Q jeens-S/T, CD 

See the review of their 7”. Same thing but you get 

ten songs. Same photo shoot, same recording ses¬ 

sion. If you got it right, I guess you don’t mess with 

it. All hail the mighty Texas. (EA) 

Syn pathy for the Record Industry 

Speedway-Pedigree Scum, 7” 

Speedway offer two songs that are kind of a mix 

of old Buzzcocks and sleaze rock, and in return, I 

offer a bad review. There’s nothing necessarily 

bad about this record, but there’s nothing partic¬ 

ularly good or original about it. It’s one of those 

mnoying records that you don’t like but can’t 

come up with any reason why except that you 

could’ve heard the same record years ago and 

maybe you would’ve liked it then, but now it’s 

ust too late. (SM) 

Fanfasy Ashtray records, no address given. 

Spider Babies-Adventures in Sex and 

Vio ence, CD 

[ have reviewed this band before and let me tell you 

that they are a treat. You get one side (on the LP, I 

presume) with songs about sex and the other side 

ibout violence. They do exactly what they should 

nice motif, campy 50s girl photo leaning against a 

Vox amp. Matches well with songs like Fill You Up 

md Jr. High School Cuties. Rather typical in the 

^arage/punk genre but the old clich works, if it aint 

broke. (EA) 

G.l. Productions P0 Box 6948, San Jose, CA 95150 

§piained Ankle, CD 

Are you looking for yet another Screeching 

Weasel/Queers neo-Ramones band? Quebec’s 

version is Sprained Ankle. They sound so 

much like the aforementioned bands that it is 

scary. On this release they have songs about 

girls, how much they hate raves, Vanna White, 

md the ex-MTX guitarist Jon Von. The Jon 

Von song is done just like an early MTX tune. 

Buy this if you just can’t get enough 3-chord, 

snotty vocal Filled tunes. (MD) 

Thu ider Express Records, 1550, 9e Rue, Grand- 
Mer 3, Quebec, Canada G9T 5M5 

Sta rkweather-lnto the Wire, CD 

This has been out for about a year or so as 

far as I know, so why I’m reviewing this 

now is beyond me... but here goes. I’ve 

Tever really been a fan of Starkweather but I 

can tell that they’re good at what they do, 

which is angry metal that passes for hard¬ 

core (let’s face it, that happens a lot these 

Jays) without the youth crew stuff, without 

the evil terror stuff, and without the floor- 

ounchin’-pickin’ up change-windmill stuff. 

It’s more like if Neurosis was a straight up 

metal/hardcore band instead of having all 

that arty stuff going on (don’t get me 

wrong, I love Neurosis). All my friends 

seem to love this, but for some reason I just 

can’t get into it. (MM) 

Edison Recordings, PO Box 42586, Philadelphia, 
PA :.9101-2586. 

Static/99-No title, LP 

This is just one band contrary to what it 

might look like above. A pretty cool, basic 

Tunk band with dual vocals. Some good 

tracks that I might compare to the Candy 

Snatchers, but all around it really is not that 

essential a record. (GG) 

Wreck It Records PO Box 2700 #696 

Huntington Beach, CA 92647 

The Stella Brass-Sketches of Places 

We ve Slept, 7” 

Wow. “Collect” is the best song I’ve heard 

during this review session. It’s slow and beau¬ 

tiful, with minimal instrumentation, just 

drums, a little guitar, and a wonderful, soar¬ 

ing trumpet that takes on an entire language 

Df it’s own, totally complimenting the vocals 

n the best possible way. Oh, there’s another 

song on this 7”? It’s good too. (DS) 

Ear To Ground PO Box 522154 Salt Lake City, 
UT 84152-2154 
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"Sti cken for Catherine-On the Dark, LP 
Slow, brooding music with the soft/hard 

dichotomy present throughout. Its Hoover- 

ish in parts, but nowhere near as original or 

amazing as Hoover. But that’s not to say it 

isn’t good, which is saying a lot because I real¬ 

ly didn’t think I was going to like this. It’s 

definitely mood music, something to listen to 

at night. The vocals are melodic and the 

music is sparse mostly but crescendos into 

loud parts, which you could say about a lot of 

hardcore bands but this doesn’t fit that genre. 

The shortest song is 7 minutes, the longest 

10. Worth investigating. (SM) 

Broken Fall Records, 26 Carter Rd., Shrewsbury, 
MA 01545 

Su an Song-in stag, 7” 
These are the kinds of songs you expect to 

hear in those movies about twentysomethings: 

the depressed, bearded male puts down his 

beer and grabs a cigarette at the empty table 

in the empty, shady bar, wishing he hadn’t 

been afraid of committing to his now ex-girl¬ 

friend, with whom, coincidentally, he just 

starting dating again after they met at their 

high school reunion... You know the songs, 

simple guitar parts and drum beats with 

droning vocals., “in stag” is worth checking 

out if you are that depressed twentysomething 

in the said empty, shady bar. (MD) 

Aliei Records, PO Box 154, New Brunswick, NJ, 
08$ >03-0154 

Sweetbelly Freakdown-sA, LP 
It’s Swiz, just operating under a different 

name. I don’t mean that this sounds like Swiz, 

I mean this IS Swiz—every member—playing 

under a name that’s longer and not as catchy 

as the name Swiz. I’m sure they have a very 

logical reason for choosing this name, and not 

just renaming themselves Swiz, but, I sure 

can’t think of one. That out of the way, if you 

liked Swiz you’ll absolutely like this, as it 

serves up more of some of the best 

punk/hardcore ever recorded. Angry, fast, 

brutal, truthful. Clear the roads, Shawn 

Brown is back. (DS) 

Jad 5 Tree 2310 Kenwynn Rd. Wilmington DE 
19810 

Ter Foot Pole-Unleashed, CD 
Hmmm... This isnt typical Epitaph music, its 

actually more of a Fat Wreck Chords sound. (I 

guess its just GOT to be one or the other, 

these days.) Ten Foot Pole is a good band, 

though. The music is fast and funky, and the 

how man* cool band* around bhc world thab 

a rccorcunj *budio... 
avc existed *incc bime immemorial 

lyrics are interesting. I especially liked the lyrics to 

A.D.D and Regret. Fans of the band will like. Fans 

of pop punk ala Fat will like. Good stuff. (JP) 

Epitaph Records 

Ter sion-We hate ... Destroy, LP 
Spikey hair/studded jacket hardcore Oi with almost 

metally guitars. Very old school British style sound, 

but with gad-awful production. Still, I know a lot 

of people who would love it. (GG) 

Ten ;ion PO Box 97, Leamington, ON, N8H 3W1, 
Carada 

Thi lgy-Staring Contest, CD 
This fucking blows hot chunks of ass! Total alterna¬ 

tive acoustic shit. Why would people send this shit 

to be reviewed in PP?! I don’t get it!! (NW) 

Hee dhunter Records/Cargo 

The ughts of lonesco-No Title, 7” 
This Michigan band splits between churning heavy 

thud, and nearly Prog-post hardcore Discord-style 

guitar work ala’ MOSS ICON or UNIVERSAL 

ORDER OF ARMAGEDDON. Spitting hoarse 

shouts over music that melodically bends, sways 

and stops with the guitar, the songs are overridden 

at points by the metallic pounding and quick 

changing of parts to snapping thrash beats. Unique, 

with a equal split down the lyrics of the two songs 

between the personal and the political. (KS) 

Caspade, 401 Maxwell, Royal Oak, Ml 48067 

Thijmbnail-The sound of tomorrow today, 7” 
Sort of Mt. Shasta-like noise rock, propulsive and 

rocking, dissonant but with some neat musical 

devices. The vocalist is a bit overwrought, but good 

stuff nonetheless. (DC) 

Car*o Music, 4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 
92117-3432 

Time’s Up-Discernment, 7” 
Wow... what a surprise. Time’s Up play noisy, 

groovecore and boy does this rock. The production 

nice and heavy, vocals all gruff, drums precise, 

guitars thick and probably tuned down. What kills 

it for me is the overtly Christian overtones con¬ 

tained in the lyrics and layout. To me religion and 

punk/hardcore are incompatible, but that is another 

topic that you could write a book about... Time’s 

Up rock, I just pray they’re not Christian. (MM) 

Che insaw Safety, PO Box 260318, Bellerose, NY 
11' 26-0318 

Toy boat, LP 
Ever wonder where the Wynona Riders went? They 

snagged a drummer named Julie and became 

Toyboat. Toyboat is the band that you knew the 

Wynona Riders were destined to become: a little bit 

faster, a little bit slower, and very original. The lay¬ 

out of this record is very noteworthy as well. 

Toyboat is for those jaded punks that need a break 

from their norm, as well as the rest of the listening 

public who need a break from the norm. Check 

this out today! (MD) 

Whnt Else? Records, PO Box 3411 Dayton, OH, 
45' 01 

Un cuerpo Exquisito -Te quiere, tu amante 
bilinque, 7” 

Bizarre Spanish experimental performance music, in 

which (beyond some strange originals) they cover 

Kurt Weills Alabama Song (in Spanish) and NY 

Woman by Yoko Ono. Not for everyone, but I 

liked this a lot (DC) 

VilU Villakula, PO Box 1929, Boston, MA 02205 

US Bombs-Never Mind the Opened Minds, LP 
For some reason the US Bombs have decided to 

record a tribute to Sid Vicious, and this mini album 

is it. Old school 77 style punk/oi with no surprises. 

Some of these tracks are real clunkers, but some are 

pretty good. (GG) 

Alivj Records PO Box 7112 Burbank, CA 91510 

Ter Yard Fight-Hardcore Pride, CD 
A brilliant combination of Straight-Edge ideology 

and the game of football. The music is superb hard¬ 

core with all the great back up vocals. This release 

combines Ten Yard Fights Hardcore Pride EP and 

their 1995 Demo. The Demo stands out as the best 

material. Great titles include Offsides and Line of 

Scrimmage. Non-alienating and good for all to lis¬ 

ten to. One of my favorites this month. (SY) 

Eqial Vision Records, PO Box 14, Hudson, NY 12534 

Tramlaw-Law of Averages, CD 
Tramlaw play alternative twinged rock music not 

too unlike Chamberlain. This started out really 

annoying, but the more I listened to it, the more 

tolerable it became. This band is pretty good at 

rockin’ out but unfortunately they prefer to keep 

thing mellow and slow most of time... too bad. 

Every time I started to get into a song they’d go into 

the ballad part and bother the piss outta me. (MM) 

Do| house Records, PO Box 894, Toledo, Ohio 43623 



...it become* painJuMj clear what 

The Ugly-Disorder, CD 
Four track and live recordings, and it wouldnt be 

setter any other way. The Demies were the real street 

sunks of Canada. Tougher, more mean than the 

Viletones. Grittier than the Demies and less new 

wave than Teenage Head. The Ugly are less known 

sut just as good, if not better. Totally great release of 

mother forgotten late 70s punk band. (EA) 

Othi ;r Peoples Music PO Box 227 Station P Toronto 
Canada M5S 2S7 

Var couvers-S/T, 7” 
A beat sounding band from Spain. Falls along the 

same lines as most Get Hip releases. Good, very 

?ood, but rather forgettable at the same time. One 

LP track and another unreleased. If you dig GH 

stuff you will like it. (EA) 

Get Hip PO Box 666 Canonsburg, PA 15317 

Viv< >ras-S/T, 7” 
Very Joan Jett, very attitude. I suggest this vinyl. 

Mora Nora Nora, songwriter-guitar-singer has what 

t takes. The snarl and catchy songwriting to make 

Tie put this one back on the turntable again. The b- 

>ide, “Wonderbra Bitch” being the better song. Get 

Hip, get it. (EA) 

Get Hip PO Box 666 Canonsburg, PA 15317 

Wa Iside-ldiot Savants, 7” 
Fast, noisy, loud in a Born Against/John Henry 

West kinda way. Its interesting, but in no way cap- 

rivating. (DS) 

Dance Down PO Box 39037 Redford Ml 48239 

We I Fed Smile-This is a Well Fed Smile, 7” 
These guys include in their 7” a list of 71 reasons to 

aate Well Fed Smile but you know, they write some 

quality pop punk songs and they don’t take them¬ 

selves seriously, so I like Well Fed Smile, and so 

should you. (DC) 

LittU Deputy Records, RO. Box 7066, Austin, TX 
78713-7066 

The Weird Lovemakers-Electric Chump, LP 
This is a real cool record that I dig something 

fierce. A lot of variety, all with a sloppy, garage 

:dge. Two vocalists give a couple different styles — 

rrom a garage Vindictives to a garage Jawbreaker, 

fust a great record you should definitely get. (GG) 

Gou ramie Records PO Box 856 Tucson, AZ 85702- 
0856 

Wh rlpool-Liquid Glass, CD 
Sounds like 70s pop, kinda like Abba, except Abba 

weren’t quite as trendy. This is on Revelation. What 

the fuck happened?? Makes me wish for the posi- 

pouth days again. Put out a Judge record! (NW) 

Revelation Records 

i conplcbc joke and krajcd| bki* !o*cr o| a 7” i*. 

V/A-Brewing, 7” 
Screaming noise-core from the Pacific 

Morthwest. It must be something in the water 

jp there, but these bands all have an intensity 

that’s hard to beat. 4 chunks of noise from 

Slowsidedown (RIP), Nineironspitfire, Botch, 

md Jough Dawn Baker. Recommended. 

(MH) 

Excursion Records; PO Box 20224; Seattle WA 
98102 

V/A-Hot Curly Weenie, CD 
This would have to be a horrible CD in 

Drder for it to get a bad review, since they 

ire only charging 3 bucks postpaid (!) for it, 

but fortunately, it isn’t bad at all. Raw, ener¬ 

getic, solid punk rock done right by the likes 

□f Quincy Punx, Dwarves, FYP, I Spy, The 

Crumbs, and more. 31 songs in all. A steal 

af a deal. (MH) 

Recess Records; PO Box 1112; Torrance CA 
905 05 

V/A-I Can’t Live Without It, LP 
Once again, Mountain gives us a theme ori¬ 

ented compilation. Proceeds from this comp 

will go towards printing free anti-capital pun¬ 

ishment leaflets, posters, postcards, and stick¬ 

ers. The included booklet is loaded with info 

md statistics about the evils of the death 

penalty. Bands included are Botch, Merrimac, 

Amber Inn, Closure, Guyver-one, Breakwater, 

Milhouse, Slow Side Down, Bor, Perilisium 

Cantos, Irt/humanity, and Curll. While most 

3f these bands have that 90 s emo-hardcore 

sound, Milhouse (Born Against reincarnate!), 

In/humanity (crazed grind/hardcore), and 

Botch (just plain crazed) are the standouts. 

Definitely worth picking up. (MM) 

Moi ntain, P0 Box 220320, Greenpoint Post 
Office, Brooklyn, NY 11222-9997 

V/A-If Ya Find The Ramp, CD 
1 think this is the first compilation with a 

skateboard theme that I have seen that does 

not revolve around the West Coast. All of 

these bands hail from the east coast of the 

United States and vary in sound. The prob- 

em with this comp is that it is more of an 

mdie-rock feature then a skate-rock one. 

There are some songs that you could proba¬ 

bly skate to, but otherwise keep this one 

inside. (SY) 

Delnar, PO Box 5461, Richmond, VA 23220 

Wongs-6et Away, 7” 
This is the stuff that punk rock is made of: snotty, 

loud and attitude. Without a doubt a blatant Rip 

Off-rip off. It has your typical lo-budget cut and 

paste look. Four songs with titles like “Lets go to 

Outerspace (baby)” and “Jerkin it to the 

Tfashwomen,” what else could you ask for. Hope to 

see more from these lads. (EA) 

Rerun Records, 304 S. Morrison St. Appleton, Wl 
545 11-5727 

Worst Case Scenario-Checkin’ Out, 7” 
Throwaway is the key word here. Outside of a real¬ 

ly well done artful record jacket you get completely 

fucking annoying, largely piss poor thrashy mid- 

tempo art damaged punk bereft of good songs. 

Back of the class twerpy vocal scald over roughly 

five minutes of music with an occasionally good 

md warped BLACK FLAG-type riffs thrown in. 

Two studio tracks and one “song” live on the radio. 

When 1 sit back and contemplate how many cool 

bands around the world that have existed since time 

immemorial that never even saw the inside of a 

recording studio it becomes painfully clear what a 

complete joke and tragedy this loser of a 7” is. (KS) 

Troibleman Unlimited, 16 Willow Street, Bayonne, NJ 
07C02 

Zen Guerrilla-Invisible Liftee Pad / Gap Tooth 
Clown, CD 

Goddamn these Alternative Tentacles non-jewel 

case promo packages! I didnt even get the back 

cover of this album and it took some research to 

find out the song listing and title of the whole 

thing. This album combines two previously released 

Zen Guerrilla EPs. The Zen Guerrilla sound is lots 

of blues riffs with noises and distorted vocals laid 

over them. Reminds me of the God Bullies at 

times. You can live without it. (SY) 

Alte rnative Tentacles, PO Box 419092, San Francisco 
CA 94141-9092 

V/A-Bad Stain Records Presents 7” 
A six band record featuring the likes of Adams 

Alcoholics, Corrupt Citizen, Grissle, No Cents, The 

Neighbors, and Dirty Laundry. All bands are great. 

You get a ska-punk (not ska-core) flavored band, 

some pop punk, and the Neighbors remind me of 

the Dead Kennedys in very good ways. (SY) 

Bad Stain Records, PO Box 35254, Phoenix, AZ 
85C 69 
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"Wt -In-Flight Program, CD 
What we have here is a 26-band, 73-minute 

compilation running the entire Revelation 

gamut: from Texas is the Reason to Judge, 

from Bold to Iceburn, from Sensefield to 

Shelter, it’s all there. There’s something really 

swell about a comp that has the intricate 

sounds of Iceburn along with “No Spiritual 

Surrender!!!” It’s only $5, and while the whole 

scheme of the CD is to get you hooked on 

Revelation bands so you buy more crap, it’s a 

cool deal. (SM) 

Revelation Records, RO. Box 5232, Huntington 
Be? ch, CA 92615-5232 

V// -Kick the Can, 7” 
This is just awful. As if there isnt enough 

vinyl out there that really sucks. Another plat¬ 

ter that no one cares about except the bands 

on it and the label. I’m sorry if I hurt peoples 

feelings but all these bands sound exactly the 

same, like any other local alternative rock act. 

Four bands, three bucks. (NW) 

A L liel Copgn. Trust Colaaberation PO Box 1881 
Bloimington, IN 47402 

V// -Love is a Dog From Hell, CD 
This disc brings together a bunch of up and 

coming emo and punk bands from around the 

world (well, mostly from Sweden, but who 

cares?). The only established band on this 

comp is Bob Tilton. Cobolt plays Karate-esque 

emo and has members that played bass with 

and roadied for Refused. Starkmarket remind 

me of Superchunk for some reason even 

though they sound nothing like each other. It’s 

probably because their hook-ladened songs are 

really powerful. California’s Leopold offer a 

dirgey, discordant song that doesn’t do much 

for me. The Tone Deaf Teens offer an acoustic 

pop song and are afraid to say the word “fuck.” 

Both really bother me. Speaking of acoustic 

songs that bother me. The Faint Sounds of 

Shovelled Earth is actually David from 

Refused. Scare remind me so much of Samiam 

it’s scary (no pun intended). Hopefully they 

won’t acquire the mediocrity that Samiam did. 

93 Million Miles From the Sun features (can 

you guess...) more members of Refused (what 

is this, a Refused side project comp?). They 

play rockin’ heavy music that kind of reminds 

me of a cross between Kilara and Refused (go 

figure...). Other bands on this comp are 

September and Conway. (MM) 

Blu i Eyes Recordings, Geografrigr 14a, 907 32, 
Um ;a, Sweden 
Sirrba Recordings, 30 Park View Avenue, Leeds, 
LS^2LH, England 

vinft oub there that really 4uclu. 

V/A-Ninja Factor, 7” 
This record comes with issue #3 of Superblackblack 

zine (see zine reviews). It’s a very eclectic record. 

SwingSwangSwung play weird noise rock, Our Lady 

of the Highway plays acoustic guitar stuff, Three 

Years Down rock out with some punky garage stuff, 

and Dragon Rojo take you back to the mid-80s 

glam rock style. The record is nowhere as good as 

the zine, but you should get this anyway. (SM) 

RO. Box 2337, Berkeley, CA 94702 

V/A|-No Directions, CD 
Someone tell 42 records not to start off your comp 

with the weakest sounding ska band I have ever heard. 

The Gadjits plain suck, at least this set of recordings. 

Ska can’t be low fi sounding. Load and the Automatics 

will let this sampler sell but overall, ouch it is too easy 

for anyone to put out a CD, sorry. (EA) 

42 Records 3101 Oxford Valley Road Unit 520 
Levittown, PA 19057 

V/A-Oh No! Its Back-Asswards, CD 
Thirty bands: Automatics, Boris the Sprinkler, FYP, 

Nobodys, Parasites, Squirtgun and more. It is a regu¬ 

lar pop-punk marathon. Not much else to say except 

that this has a lot of out of print or unreleased songs 

and it is a great sampler of said genre. (EA) 

Interbang 620 W. Spruce St. Ravenna, OH 44266 

V/A-One Big Happy Slampit, LP 
I’ve seen my share of slam pits, but none I’ve 

known would ask this wretched thing to make it 

happy. Apocalypse Hoboken plays a ska song and 

the Blanks 77 song, while good, is previously 

released. I often wonder who buys these CD 

comps, but I guess people do. I read somewhere 

that the guy who put out one of them made like 

$30,000 off of the one he put out. I have no idea if 

that’s true, but if it is even remotely close to being 

true, I’m in the wrong field. But that is a big old 

digression I probably should not have even involved 

myself with. Regardless, this is a lame beast that 

you need about as much as a cavity. 27 songs. (GG) 

Spider Club Music PO Box 95365 Seattle, WA 98145- 
23£ 5 

V/A-A Reason for Living, 7” 
Call me crazy, but if I needed a reason for living, I 

doubt I’d go out and buy a straight-edge compila¬ 

tion. Anyway, this has four unreleased songs by 

Despair, Against All Hope, Envy and Snapcase. 

Envy sucks, Snapcase is pretty good, and the others 

are mediocre, but it doesn’t matter what I say 

because all the sXe 

kids are gonna snatch this up anyway. (SM) 

New Direction Records, R0. Box 1413, Lockport, NY 
14C 95 

V/A-Son of Slam Chops, LP 
These CD comps just get weirder and weirder. This 

one has an OK Candy Snatchers song, a Naked 

Aggression track, a Sloppy Seconds song originally 

released years ago, a Vandals track (blecch!), a 

Poison Idea, and the Angry Samoans. Gimme a 

fucking break. (GG) 

Trip e XXX Records 

V/A-They Came from Massachusetts, LP 
I love anthropological comps—comps that focus in 

on a certain region instead of a certain sound. 

Comps like this one, which features everything 

from the overblown hardcore of 454 Big Block to 

the beauty of jejune’s “Greyscale” (see jejune review 

for more about this amazing band). There’s defi¬ 

nitely a hardcore edge to this record—you’re not 

going to find any 3 chord punk on here—but it’s 

still diverse and definitely worth a listen, just to 

hear what’s coming out of one of America’s oldest 

punk scenes. (DS) 

Big Wheel Recreation 325 Huntington Ave. #24 
Boston MA 02115 

V/A-Thrash Concert Tonight, CD 
There is absolutely NO thrash on this whole CD!!! 

Brilliant....uh is it too much to ask that people 

think for ten seconds before polluting the world 

with brainless records? I guess “Mellow college 

indie Rock concert tonight” doesn’t quite have the 

ring to it.Who’s design degree got sunk into the 

clean Jazz record looking cover? All mellow college 

indie rock from 8 Canadian bands that are passably 

dynamic, creative and listenable. TEN DAYS LATE 

and KNUCKLEHEAD deliver grittier punk rock, 

but for the most part it’s bands like STRAIGHT 

and THE PRIMRODS who I wouldn’t turn off if I 

heard on college radio , but have can contemplate 

no reason to consciously bring them into my exis¬ 

tence or recommend them to you. Eighteen tracks- 

Rock on Calgary! (KS) 

MEIODIYA, 2523 17th Ave. SW, CALGARY, ALBERTA 
T3E 0A2 CANADA 

V/A-With the benefit of hindsight..., CD 
Features Fragment, In/Humanity, Premonition, 

Level Head, Prevail, Jackleg, Self, Black Merinos, 

Ground, Stretch Armstrong, Pull-Outs, Frownies, 

and Prevail. As with most compilations, some songs 

are better than others. Because most of these songs 

are horrible, I cannot recommend this CD. But...if 

you like one or more of these bands then you will 

probably enjoy this album. A valiant effort, never¬ 

theless. (MD) 

Throe Day Here, 311 University Commons, Coyce, SC 
29033 
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INDIE FILMS 

I ^ I kay, so 

\ U been on the fes- 

tival circuit for a couple of months 

now w^Rny new film Mary Janes Not a Virgin 

Anymore and I’ve been driving myself crazy trying to 

see all the other films. I always hope to see films that 

inspire me, that make me feel like a part of something 

exciting. But mostly what I’ve seen is super-slick films 

about guys in L.A. trying to be filmmakers or screen¬ 

writers, annoyingly slanted documentaries or. badly 

constructed narratives. What’s a girl to do? 

I can’t believe I’m even saying this, but my 

favorite movies recently are coming from Troma 

Films! You know, the people who brought you The 

Toxic Avenger and Surf Nazis Must Die. I just saw two 

Troma movies that might not be the apex of cine¬ 

matic endeavor, but I had a hell of a lot of fun watch¬ 

ing these flicks! The first one I saw was House of the 

Rising. The film was billed as a counter-culture Rope, 

the gimmick being that it was supposed to look like 

one fluid shot, meaning no cuts in the entire film. 

Well, there was a lot of sloppy leeway on this ‘trick’ 

but for the most part, the camera movement was 

pretty cool as it weaved around the amazing art 

direction of the house which spans four floors during 

a raging party. The surprising thing about this film, 

though, was that the narrative actually held my 

attention and I cared about the abundant characters 

throughout the movie. 

The main story revolves around a cute guy and 

cute girl who used to be hot and heavy nine years 

ago who run into each other but with other dates. 

The guy’s date is a jealous nag. 1 he girl’s date is mar¬ 

ried to another woman, who is being wooed by a 

sexy lesbian chick while Married Guy sleazes on 

every other girl at the party. Married Guy goes to 

shoot heroin with some drug geek named Icon. It’s 

the only name I remember in the film since the press 

materials were lame and the video I received not 

only didn’t have credits, but some of the reels 

towards the end of the tape were out of order, mak¬ 

ing me and my friend have to piece together the 

ending. Surprisingly, this did not take away from 

the film, it just added to its weirdness. 

In the midst of this drug-taking, spit-swapping, 

poor-judgement madness, there s a bad acid trip, a 

girl who discovers her true calling as a singer in a 

lame folk band, a geek guy who discovers his confi¬ 

dence, a freaked out chick with a gun and of course, 

a death. The only thing this film doesn’t have is a 

really good sex scene. And the acting is not a strong 

point in this film. But the story is clear and surpris¬ 

ingly well written. All the characters seemed a lot 

more realistic than all these bullshit, Gen-X indies 

I’ve endured lately. The guy who played the Sleazy 

Married Guy was fantastic. He was such an unre¬ 

lenting asshole that he transformed into this really 

tragic character. The film had a incredibly lame 

soundtrack, I mean the music was totally shitty. But 

otherwise I recommend this film highly. 

The other Troma film I just saw was Tromeo 

and Juliet and I was blown away. That’s right, it’s 

Troma’s own adaptation of Shakespeare’s classic. And 

it’s great. Will Keenan, who I totally adored in Frank 

Grows Love God [see last months columnj is so 

charming as Tromeo. His puppy dog eyes are so 

heartbreaking, he elicits mucho sympathy. Same 

with the chick who played Juliet, which surprised me 

because usually waif chicks really get on my nerves. 

But she’s so fragile, trying to keep it together in spite 

of her abusive, creepy father, you totally feel for her. 

Normally in schlocky movies, the girls are all naked 

and totally gorgeous while the guys are disgusting 

slugs. But not in Tromeo and Juliet. All of the young 

people are foxy, especially the boys. 
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continued... 
Not to say that this film is your typical date 

movie. Lots of cut off body parts, fart jokes, barf 

scenes and gushing blood, guts & brains kept me 

squirming throughout the film. But the story of 

the two young lovers is engaging and the love 

scenes are very sexy, not only between Tromeo and 

Juliet, where the fair maiden comes with a 

vengeance, but also between Juliet and her tat¬ 

tooed, pierced nursemaid. And let me just say that 

her tattoos are fucking cool, not like the lame 

‘standard rebel’ tattoos utulized in ‘youth culture’ 

movies. The adaptation of the story is pretty inven¬ 

tive as well, right down to the fuck-this ending. 

Tromeo’s father’s name is Monty Que, the two 

families quarrel over a lost schlock movie company 

empire and Lemmy from Motorhead, with his 

classy English accent, acts as narrator. I also great¬ 

ly appreciated all the little Troma in-jokes, like 

every item being a name brand of Troma, from 

computer screens to tampons or references to 

Tromaville, NJ. Tres Repo Man. Shakespeare him¬ 

self gets spoofed as well, with Tromeo beating off 

to X-rated CD-roms with titles like ‘As You Lick 

It,’ etc. And whatever you do, stay for the hilarious 

end credits, (warning: they’re only hilarious if you 

actually read them.) 

Certain things did bug me about the film, like 

the .creepy incest subtext between Juliet and her 

father and the fetishizing of her getting beat up by 

him. But the avengenging female convention kicks 

in at the end and makes up for some of the gross¬ 

ness. In fact, it’s pretty cool to see Juliet kick some 

ass as Tromeo watches from the sidelines, nursing 

his wounds. And I haven’t laughed so hard at a 

movie in a really, really long time. We’re talking 

deep belly laughs for extended periods of time. It’s 

like the filmmakers are totally aware of the schlock- 

iness of their genre and play it up just as ironically 

as the hot-self-referential-horror-flick Scream. 

In both House of the Rising and Tromeo and 

Juliet, there’s a sense of hipness and humor that is 

desperately missing from most of the films I’ve 

been seeing at the festivals or in the theaters. When 

Tromeo’s cousins own a body piercing shop, it 

doesn’t seem nearly as forced as say, the hipster 

rock clubs in Chasing Amy. And all the drug refer¬ 

ences in House of the Rising aren’t overly glamorized 

by its naughty nature like in Kids. And in both 

House and Tromeo, the narrative is solid from 

beginning to end, not weak and meandering, leav¬ 

ing you hanging in all the wrong places because 

the filmmakers didn’t know how to tell a story. I’m 

actually looking forward to the next Troma release, 

I can’t wait to see what they come up with next. 

Now that’s not to say that there weren’t a few 

films that stood out in the last few months. Most 

notably, there was a film, Hard Core Logo, which 

really blew my mind. It’s a mockumentary about a 

Canadian punk band, named Hard Core Logo, 

that goes on a ten year reunion tour after playing a 

benefit for their mentor Bucky Haight. It’s direct¬ 

ed by Bruce MacDonald who did the films 

Roadkill and Highway 61, both hip and quirky 

films. But neither match the greatness of Hard 

Core Logo. I saw this film at the South by 

Southwest Film Festival and they had listed it in 

the documentary section of the program. During 

the entire film, I wasn’t sure if it was real or not. 

On one hand, every shot was perfect and the LSD 

sequence was too conveniently hallucinogenic. But 

there was a realism that was so striking that I was¬ 

n’t totally convinced. 

The film is really funny and the story takes 

all these punk-as-fuck plot turns as the members of 

the band lie, fight, freak out and double cross each 

other. There’s moments that are so well construct¬ 

ed that you can’t imagine that anyone was sharp 

enough to notice them and actually write it into a 

script. Extra punk points for having Joey Ramone 

appear on a simulated news broadcast expounding 

on the greatness of Hard Core Logo (I heard that 

it took him all day to do that shot—reading off of 

cue cards no less). Cinematically, the film takes 

chances which make it much more watchable than 

your average “documentary.” Four way split 

screens, super fast motion, haunting road mon¬ 

tages and running tabs on the kilometers driven, 

the liters of gas burned up and the amount of cig¬ 

arettes smoked break up the cinema verite 

sequences. The lead singer of the band, Joe Dick, 

is in a real band in real life (I forget who or what 

band) and he is fantastic. He oozes punk rock atti¬ 

tude and has the balls to pull it off. Very cool. I’m 

not sure what the distribution situation is with the 

film in this country, but there is a book, a comic 

book, a tribute album to Hard Core Logo (which 

includes DOA who are also in the film) and lots of 

other marketing crap that’s tied in with the film. 

Cool films I saw at the USA Film Festival in 

Dallas, TX were Riding the Rails, a documentary 

which interviewed ten now-older people who 

recalled their teenage years on the road and their 

struggle through the Depression, hopping freights 

from one town to another just to survive. In 

between interviews we see newsreel footage, 

excerpts from a 1933 Warner Brothers movie made 

to warn kids against freight hopping but just ends 

up glamorizing it, and voice-over excerpts of letters 

from former hobos. The film gives a good hard 

look into the nature of poverty. My favorite inter¬ 

view was this really cool lady, Peggy, who recalls 

riding the rails with her best friend Irene who was 

three months pregnant and ended up running off 

with the rodeo. Amazingly, all ten of the subjects 

were able to pull themselves out and build a good 

life for themselves, but in the majority of cases it 

was through the armed services. One 72 year old 

still hops freights and now that he’s retired, he has 

more time to travel, about 10,000 miles per year. 

Definitely worth seeing. 

I also saw a film called Voicessitas by Kim 

Flores and Michael Swenson about a Latina girl 

who gets raped by three guys and has to deal with 

it. At first I thought, “oh, great. A Lifetime movie 

of the week!” But the characters were so realistic 

and accessible that I was actually interested in 

what happens to the girl. The film was really 

funny, not all overly heavy and weepy, especially 

with the performance of Phyllis Cicero as her 

wise-cracking best friend that tries to snap her 

out of it. After I saw the film I thought about 

what filmmaker Allison Anders had said about 

not seeing too many films about rape, the actual 

act of rape and it’s effect on women. And accord¬ 

ing to old Sassy magazine (when it was cool) one 

out of three movies has a rape scene. So in 

Vocessitas, it was nice to see a woman who was a 

person, not just a “rape victim.” The filmmakers 

are still trying to raise money to get a film print 

made so hopefully after that it will make a wider 

festival circuit. 

Lastly, I want to mention a retro film from 

the mid-’80s that has been on my mind. After 

buying the soundtrack to the Australian film Dogs 

in Space (featuring Iggy Pop, Brian Eno, Gang of 

Four and Nick Cave) and listening to it every day 

for a month, I had to see the movie again. I had- 

nt seen the film since I was 16 and easily 

impressed with anything rebellious in a movie 

(and on acid). But Dogs in Space holds up. The 

film is about a punk house in Melbourne, 

Australia in 1979 where the band Dogs in Space 

live with their friends and lovers. It’s got great 

detail, realistic-yet-surreal atmosphere and reflects 

the chaos of living in a drug-infested punk-rock 

party home. It stars Michael Hutchence from 

INXS as the lead singer junkie guy, but he doesn’t 

talk much and he looks pretty damn good so don’t 

let any INXS snobbery come between you and 

this film. There’s always three things going on at 

once and the film manages to breath life into an 

amazing amount of characters. Rent this one for 

your punk rock slumber party! 

Contact info: Troma Films 733 Ninth Ave, 

NY, NY 10019, www.troma.com/home. Hard Core 

Logo, Sandy Kaplansky, Shadow Shows, 18 

Gloucester Lane, 3rd Floor, Toronto, ONT M4Y 

1L5, Canada, mrshack@interlog.com. Riding the 

Rails, American History Project, 300 Hies St, 

Brooklyn, NY 11201. Vocessitas/Little Voices, Gutter 

Films, P.O. Box 130322, Dallas, TX 75315. 

I review stuff so send it to me at Station 

Wagon Productions, P.O. Box 471807, San 

Francisco, CA 94147 or email me at 

SWPchick@aol.com. There’s also a website for my 

film Mary Jane's Not a Virgin Anymore at: 

www.sirius.com/-lenny/maryj2.html. And thanks 

to everyone who sent all that cool mail! ® 
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NEE RECORDS 
for catalog send $1 to-. 

Dr .Strange Records 

P.O.Box 7000-117. Alta Loma.CA 91701 USA 

www.drstrange.com call for updates ® 1909)483-2979 
well alright! 

P\ 3 NEW HARD-HITTING RELEASES FROM DR.STBANGE RECORDS., 
THE FEDS Ip/cd “CHICAGO BUREAU" (features Ken of The Bollweevils) 

RHYTHM COLLISION cd “COLLISION COURSE" (19 hard to get 7”s B comp tracks) 
I the FREEZE cd “TOKEN BONES" (1981- 96 includes songs from “This Is 

Boston...” “I Hate Tourists” and “guilty Face”) 

available on cd for $10 u.s./$12 elsewhere or Ip for $7 u.s./$10 elsewhere 
for a huge rare punk rock catalog send $1 or get it free with any order. 

send cash, check, 01 money otder to: 

0P.5TRANP £ RECORDS P.D.DDX 7QQD-I 17 ALTA LPMA.CA 9I7QI P5 A 



lOOWA TTCLOCI( "capricorn vs. cancer"8-song 12"EP (MonM 

the HAL AL SHED AD ihsong_LP/c 

CAR BOMB "young heartottock" 7" & FisticuffsBIuff split 7" 

ACTION PATROL "up and running" 7” back in print 

the TRIGGER QUINTET 3 song 7 

NEXT: Carbomb discography CO, Shedod 7" 

LP $71EP $61 CD $917” $31 world odd S 

MONEY ORDERS TO MARK OWENS 

POBOX 94238 

DURHAM, NC 27708 

PunkVideo Comps. 
ony oLthfis e bonds on a vhs compilation 

Dickies Jhe Vandals, Dwarves,Brocket, 

Strungout,No Use tor a Name,Screeching 

Weose^Vindictivt^BorisTheSprinkle^NOFX, 

Parasitc*s,Sloppy Seconds,Propayandhi, F Y.P, 

Fifteen,Superchunk,Seaweed,Samiam,Muffs, 

Fustbacks, Me«ceswJ-Church. Farside,P.Lincolns 

Mr.T Experience, River dales, Sludgeworlh/Tilt, 

Face to Face, Avail,Fugozi,Orange 9mm, 

Drive like a Jehu,Bratmobile,Bikini Kill,ALL, 

Tiger Trap,Skankin P*ckle,Voodoo Glowskulis, 

Down By Law,Rocket from the Crypt Ed Hall, 

Wynna Riders,Bouncing Souls, Weston,411, 

Rancid, Operation tvy,J aw breaker. Earth Crisis, 

Gorilla Biscuits,Outspoken,Jawt>ox,Lagwagem. 

Laughing Hyena s, Born Against, Fuel,Fear, 

CarBomb,Scleprock,Sensefield,Pans> Division, 

New Bomb Turks, 7-Seconds,Bold,Hanson bros 

Screw 32, SheHer,$na pease, Horace Pinker, 

FueJ,lgnrtioR,The Jesus Lizard,Do< Hopper, 

MeatMen, Pennywise,C rimpshine,Sicko, 

Guttermouth,QuincyPunx,Blink 182,$pitboy, 

Teengenerate,TenFootPole,Neurosis,Jara, 

Monsula,StillLife,UriderDog,LosCrudos .. 

A 2 hour punk video comp of complete high 

quality shows can be yours just selett3 bands 

from the list above .Write the names of the 

bands you have selected on a piece of oaper 

and send payment of S f 5 add $5 for orders 

outside of the US. Moneyorders and checks 

must be made out to george hewilt PC BOX 

143522 Austin TX 78/14-3522 0$ new v»d<x> 

fanzines Op Ivy and Screeching Weosei both 

? hours long and great qualify each $»5 ppd. 

Men hearts are blue 

Broken Hearts are Blue 
The Truth About Love LP/CD 
The debut from this quartet 
featuring former members of 
Current and Ordanation of Aaron. 
Sassy! 

Mineral 
February/M.D. 7" 
T\vo brand new songs unavailable 
anywhere else, in classic form. 

Giants Chair 
Purity and Control LP/CD 
Giants Chair pulls through with 
a brilliant second LP. 

Christie Front Drive 
LP/CD 
The swansong from CFD? 
They graced us with another 
record before moving on. 
Lucky us. 

Tratuma 7" 
from Chicago-Fealures people 

from Gauge 

Eamon 7" 
Cool short lived band front 

Omaha 

distributed by: lumberjack, 
S revolver, dutch east cargo, 

i goldenrod, blindspot, ebullition 
choke and others 

Giants Chair 
"Purity and Control" T 

Sideshow 
"Up Read Confusion" LP/CD 

Christie Front Drive 
CD comp of vinyl stuff $8 

Prices: US/Can/World 
LPs $7/8/9 

CDs $10/11/12 
7”s $3/4/5 



on 
Asian <|4an Records 

OUT NOW ON4 COWACt I>*5C* 

OUT NOW ON CO^fACt 1>I^C * tT** 

eatom 

ALL CD’S $8 • LP’S $8 
Postage is included (overseas add *3) 

Check or money order payable to: Asian Man Record* 
Allow 2 * 4 Weeks hr delivery. 

send a self addressed stamped envelope to 

the address below. * THANKS? 

( f owing S°MOHil3M] 
f>o 0OX 33585 

nature tmzvo.QA 
: 95030-3583 

?h> 14081395-0662 

fax. (903i393-5952 
4»am*v 

out now: 
One 

split seven inch 

broken (now called 

downpour) 
"cU.fi! tlic section CD 

Atlanta Hardcore Compilation 

That was thon, this Is now 

quadiliacha/lcvelhcad Atlanta Hardcore Comp. 7 
^ Snlit 7" repress of the 1992 classic featuring: 

^ act of faith, the difference, crisis 
three songs each under control and spiney norman 

CD= $9.00 ppd usa $11.00 ppd world p.O. bOX 973 lilbum, ga. 30226 (after 1 July 30048)USa 
cd ep= $6.00 ppd usa $8.00 ppd world (770) 623-6882 e-mail standfast5@aol.com 
7’’= $3.00 ppd usa $5.00 ppd world 

We sell other records, cd’s and zines. Distros get in touch. Please send one stamp for current catalog. 



Will Dandy’s Favorite Band 

check these testimonials: 

Bo t-Quiat Positive Pump, CD 

I'v« seen there guyi a couple times live and tried to 

explain to people why they're really bad. but never 

really succeeded. Now I try for you. The bars is 

real slappy and annoying and the vocals are 

screamed and really suck. The songs are empty 

and hollow of any worth. Shit. (WD) 

•Ambient Doug, 7" 
\i I already knew. I hate this band. Pulsating trash 

vith annoying vocals. I swear, you don't need a 

note in-depth review. (WD) 
of Pain; PO 80* 120861; Nashville. TN 37212. 

Her! returns with: 
“Big Box Schwing” 

AUGUST 1997 

recorded by Steve Albini 
chicken ranch records, Hww.eden.com/~cranch 
box 151922, austin, tx 78715 

SPAZZ/COB 5" 

CUSTOM-MADE VINYL STICKERS 
YOUR DESIGN PRINTED FOR AS LITTLE AS *20ppd 
WRITE OR CALL FOR FREE CATALOG & SAMPLES 

Tell me you where you saw this ad! 

“ Jeipack is probably 

one of the best songs 

] ve heard all year Pick 

this one up 

- PI NK PLANET 

"Cool geek punk MRK 

’*Loisa inside gags 

disguised as clever pop 

songs ... il s as fun as n 

sounds." - FLIPSIDE 

"This ”” rocks 1 can i 

lell you how much 1 love 

Egghead." - MI DDLE 

"Good popunky sniff “ - 

GREEDY BASTARD 

Out Now! 
Two songs from Tn\ie 

Be I den/ 

Three new tracks from 

Egghead.! 

2 bands enier. only 1 

leaves! 

| 30-28 34ih Sl, 
*4G 

-4-song 7" 

ksai cun-sranuai eno 

8 
l 
e 

Astoria. NY 
11103 

T" B $3.50, add $1 per item outside D. S. 

Cash or Postal M.O. to Mike Fa loon 

Distributed by: Vital Music. Sound Idea. Rhetoric, 

Midnight Good Guppy. & Autonomous Resistance. 



liable now!!! 

♦****»**I<M|<I******** 

rtf-issued on c.rciss records 

"flu* eye" cd Si0.00 
"holidays in Europe" <“d Si0.00 
sk sk sic sic 3lc )l( 3|c 5|C3)C3(52(C^^^ *******pr4cmg 

(♦^-j^^uod on sonH\oi*iA records 

"primitive 01‘icjius c“d S^»00 

"foraefed" cJ SI 0.00 

******crn tisect****** 
"in darkness there is.." ed $1Ch00 

*******CF*aSS******** 

Vhrist the movie 
video cassette Si9*00 

"feeding of the 5000" Ip S7.50 
«rd 59.00 cassette. S7.00 

"penis envy" Ip SO.00 
c-J 510.00 cassette 58.00 

"stations of the crass" 2lp Si0.50 
t-J $10.00 cassette S8.00 

"yos si.*/ • will" Ip SB.00 
t J 510.00 cassette 58.00 

"best before." i21p Si0.50 
cd $11.00 cassette 58.00 

'Vhrist the album" S?lp Si 1.00 
<rd 512.00 cassette* $8.00 

****subkumcms**** 
"time flies ond rats" Ip SB.00 

cd 510.00 cassette $7.50 

'V radle to the prave Ip S8.00 
cd 510.00 cassette $7.50 

Vp-lp" Ip SB.00 
cd 510.00 cassette $7.00 

split vision" Ip SB.00 
cd 510.00 cassette $7.50 

"worlds apart" Ip SB.00 
cd 510.00 cassette $7.50 

"day the country died !p SB.00 
cd 510.00 cassette 57.50 

rudimentary peni* 
"cacophony" Ip SB.00 

cd 510.00 cassette 58.00 

"death church" Ip SB.00 
cd 510.00 cassette 58.00 

"ep's of rp" Ip SB.00 
cd $10.00 cassette $8.00 

****** * r • ****** 
******4zruc:ifi?< 

"dehumanization" Ip SB.00 
compact disc $10.00 

************************** 
all prices are postpaid 4tK class withirr 

tUe LIS. make all cl\ecUs or mcmey 

orders out to sold hern records, please 

list alternates, send a sase for our 

complete mailorder catalog. 

************************** 

southern records 

po box 25529 

ckictago, il 6062.5 
mailorder-L\s@ so u the r n. com 

************************** 

BRAND NEW FROM LOMBARDI RECORDINGS 

telecognac 

Cello, piano, bass, drums, and sad ramblings from an emptied whiskey 
bottle.Telecognac is what Slint would be if they put away their guitars. 

You ton also gel: vime 001. Compound Red/Loomis split 7” 0 vime 003. Ooendier Good Liquid 7” 0 vinte 004. Dts-/Ponel Donor 
split 7” 0 vinte 005. Socket id compilation with Boris the Sprinkler, Loomis, Punchdrunk, Alligator Gun, Ezra Pound, Ex-Action Figures, Dis-, 

Travis, Compound Bed and 7 other bonds. THIS CD COMP IS ONLY $6 0 vinte 006. Loomis Planes vs. Tanks 7" 0 vinte 007. 

Compound Red Feelings 7’ O vinte 008. Teletognat s/19-song cd 

u 
All seven inch records are $3 postage paid. Compact disks are $6 postage paid. 

Make checks payable to Scott Kawczynski or else we can't cash the check and send you the goods. 

Mail your orders to: Lombardi Recordings. PO Box 2564. Madison, Wl 53701.2564 

^TORQUE RECORDSfe 
PO Box 229 Arlington. VA 22210-0229 

http://www.torquerecords.com 

NEW TQ007 IShout Bus! 7" S3 50 ppd 
New TQ008 The Boils / The Goons split 7" 6 Songs S3.50 ppd 

TQ006 The Suspects New Dawn in the 21st Century' CD 12 Songs $9.00 
TQ005 / DDR 13 Lickity Split Volume Won' CD 14 Songs $10.00 ppd 

TQ003 Positive State Label Me' 7" 6 Songs $3.50 ppd 
Up.co.mi n_g__R_eJ e a se s 

The Suspects Voice of America- + 1st 7" on CD 
The Goons CD 

Please Send Check, Money Order or Well Hidden Cash 
US Currency Only Overseas add S3.00 for Air SI.00 Surface 



More reviews, less 

reviewers. You do 

the math. It all 

looks like fun, but 

we're dying 

up here! 

This issue's 

reviewers: 

Kim Bae (KB) 

Lani Merritt (LM) 

Scott MacDonald (SM) 

Eric Action (EA) 

Brian Czarnik (BC) 

Jim Connell (JC) 

Dan Sinker (DS) 

□c 

© 
B 

I' 57 Star Wars Issue #2 

Enough, I love Star Wars, yes but this is getting 

opt of hand. Little to offer form the over-exploit¬ 

ed world. Get your Star Wars Insider instead. I 

think that the writer here is creative but needs to 

move on to something different. (EA) 

57 PO Box 17480-244 Tucson, AZ 85731 

A Boy and His #5, 2/97 

A little zine full of pleasant surprises. About half 

is a tour journal (“One of the members of Fat 

Day wore a white rabbit costume. Rose asked 

him if it got hot in that suit. He replied ‘It’s not 

a suit.”’) Most of the rest is a long story called 

Electric City, full of warmth and funny bits. This 

zine is a real day-brightener, one that will leave 

you with a grin on your face. (JC) 

$1 ppd.; PO Box 1138, Notre Dame, IN 46556 

J 

A Punk Kid Walks 
Into a Bar... #6 

Yet another zine from 

Westchester. I have a 

big stack of them. 

Half of them complain 

about how there’s no 

scene in Westchester, 

then list a whole 

bunch of other zines 

and bands from the 

county. (I grew up in 

Westchester, it’s this 

kind of high-class 

suburban wasteland 

north of NYC, so I 

kind of pay atten¬ 

tion...) Anyhow, I 

liked this zine; it’s 

done with a lot of 

enthusiasm and imag¬ 

ination (and don’t 

worry, it isn’t much 

about Westchester). 

There’s an interview 

with Weston about 

slow dancing, and lots 

of opinion and obser¬ 

vation ("...I noticed 

that you really only have one lip, it goes all the way 

around your mouth.’’) Worth checking out. (JC) 

2 stamps; PO Box 254, Rye, NY 10580 

Abestia! #7 

This one is in Italian and I can only give you what 

the author wrote in the nice long letter she gave 

us. Number 7 has 1000 printed and is one-lady 

job. This issue focuses on 42 boy/girls from the 

Italian scene plus reviews, reviews. I wish I 

could read this because it looks real, real good. 

If you know Italian or want to spend eternity 

translating send for this one. (EA) 

Send enough$, Andrea Pomini C.P. 215 10064 Pinerolo 

9TO), Italy 

Acmemath Comics 

Done by Molly of Flabby Arms fame, just a little catalog of zines she distros. 

She has done great stuff and I would trust her taste on this one. (EA) 

Molly Brodak PO Box 82309 Rochester, MI 48308-2309 

Alarm Clock #31 

This is the "woman in Music issue.” And on the front are loads of bands that 

have woman in them. But they forgot the Muffs! Getting past that, inside you 

will find these great one page interviews with Excuse 17, Crowds, Presidents 

of the USA, and lots more. The review section is huge and very well done. I 

liked this zine a lot. If this was a Kim Bae review she would probably find 

about 100 more words to say about this wonderful zine. (BC) 

$3.00ppd Allen Salyer PO. Box 1551 Royal Oak, MI. 48068 

Amorphous #3 

This was formerly called Outlet (one of the trillions out there) if that means 

anything to you and is comprised of boring interviews with Faction Zero, Dr. 

Raju, and Frank Pavich, an independent filmmaker and film, zine, and record 

reviews. Not horrible but you’ve seen it before - big type, thin content. (KB) 

2 stamps Jeff 44 Woodcrest Ave. Short Hills, NJ 07078 

Aneurysm #10 

Cut & Paste on newsprint with your columns/inter¬ 

views/reviews format. Interviews with Endeavor, 

Midvale, The Degenerics, & Heidnik Stew. Nothing 

exciting, nothing new. (DS) 

$1; 3 Kendal Court Marlton NJ 08053 

Angry Young Woman #6 

Gloria rails against everything in her zine. This time 

she takes on kids, college, relationships and teenage 

pregnancy. While she writes well and is entertaining, 

she doesn’t present arguments that are particularly 

convincing. There’s also two contributions by Debbie 

Goad of Answer Me! zine, reviews, and some other 

stuff. Worthwhile, but not outstanding. (SM) 

PO Box 50167, Fort Wayne, IN 46805 $2 

The Animal Liberationist #2 

Why would you ever change your zine name from 

something as awesome as “Don’t Have a Cow” to 

something as dull and humorless as “The Animal 

Liberationist.” Maybe it’s because you decided to 

make the content dull and humorless as well. Vegans 

laugh too, don’t they? (DS) 

$2; PO Box 71 Manchester MA 01944 

The Anti-Mensch Anthology #1 and 2 

I never like the poetry I get for review. It’s always overly emotional, shallow 

and self-absorbed. This is different. All of the writers in this series have tal¬ 

ent and depth to their writing. Maybe it helps to have an 

editor guy put it together and weed out all the crap. Or perhaps it is a bad 

sign that I usually don’t like poetry and I like this stuff. Oh well, its just my 

opinion and we all know by now thats not worth much. (LM) 

$3; PO Box 477889 Chicago IL 60647 send a stamp for list of other titles. 

Antipathy #1 

I really enjoyed this. I just wish there were more (not that this lacks in materi¬ 

al). The editor has a style of writing that is easygoing and not a chore to read. 

His writings include stories about his miserable-sounding experience of orga¬ 

nizing the Resist and Exist gathering in Eugene, OR and his stint as a mayoral 

candidate (both include hilarious newspaper clippings), an article about the 

EPR (a Mexican revolutionary group), a guide to staying out of jail, and opin- 



ion pieces on sex and relationships from a non-monogamous viewpoint which 

was interesting given the editor’s SxE vegan leanings (i.e. this ain't too typi¬ 

cal, if you Know what I mean). This was a good mix of humor, politics, opin¬ 

ions, and storytelling and his next issue (about travels in Central America) 

sounds awesome. (KB) 

50<I PO Box 11703 Eugene, OR 97440 

Avow #6, 11/96 

This is one of the most impressive zines I've seen in a long time. It’s very 

hard to describe, since it’s about half poetry and I generally don’t like zines 

with poetry, but I sure got excited by this one. It’s also full of really spectacu¬ 

lar artwork, the kind that sort of sucks you in. Another big part of the appeal 

was the way the layout integrated the various elements of the zine. Anyhow, 

you’ll find a little of everything in here — not to mention a whole bunch of 

inspiration if you’re doing a zine yourself. Yep it’s expensive. But just take a 

deep breath and send the four bucks — you won’t regret it. (JC) 

$4 ppd.; c/o Keith Rosson, 2109 NW Irving #310, Portland, OR 97210 

Bastard #1 

I’ve seen it all before, although without the Phish 

review. (DS) 
$1; Rob Vest PO Box 6822 New Albany, IN 47151-6822 

Beer Zine 

I got so excited when I saw this zine -1 recog¬ 

nized right off the bat that it was created by 

Carrie of “The Assassin and the Whiner” fame. I 

was not disappointed. This is a compilation of 

comix and stories from all of Carrie’s zine buddies 

about beer. Its just so funny! It made me 

remember why I loved to drink when I did - and 

made me glad I don’t anymore (I never had a 

hangover, honest). Better drinking stories than 

your lame assessment friends can tell, and cool 

little drawings to boot. And guess what’s next... 

the Crush Zine!!! Yet another winner to make my 

day bright! (LM) 
$2 PO Box 481051 Los Angeles CA 90048 

Big Bang Fanzine #1 

I thought that this cool zine has been reviewed 

already but what the hell. Inside issue one is Ben 

Weasel, Dr. Strange, and Propagandhi. Three dif¬ 

ferent but important views of punk that everyone 

should read. Get this cause it is FREE! This is the 

start of something wonderful. (BC) 

Send stamps to Big Bang West c/o Dave Liberation PO. Box 

17746 Anaheim, CA. 92817 

Blah Zine Vol. 2 No. 1, 12/96 

The best word I can think of to describe this zine is “cute" - it’s just bubbling 

over with that kind of eager niceness that makes people love WalMart. Now I 

don’t mean to be cruel; it’s a competent newsprint zine with that professional 

computer-layout look, and there’s even a serious and thought-provoking arti¬ 

cle about a bi girl coming out in high school. But here’s a quote from an 

interview with Girls Vs Boys where they were discussing Earth Crisis: “I’ve 

never heard of them before, but I like tofu.” And at the bottom of the page it 

says "Cows are nice.” I don’t know how to react to this. (JC) 

free but send a couple stamps; PO Box 6, Syracuse, NY 13210; http://web.syr.edu/-adfrenze 

Blow Up #1 

Holy Cow, this zine has an article on Chuck Barris (the Gong Show stud). He 

has a book out so get it everyone! This zine has a large amount of porno 

related stuff in it. This made me kinda happy and warm all over. Basil’s 

1997 band jerk off had me confused, but I think that was suppose to 

happen, and the scanned pictures of the cover, and back cover models 

are very nice. (BC) 

2 stamps Basil de Rais PO. Box 4442 Wheaton, 1L. 60189 

Brain Glue #1, 1/97 

A short xeroxed comic zine. It was fun to read and had some amusing 

bits, but the trouble with a 20 pages of comics is that it’s done before 

you even get warmed up, which is a shame since a lot of time and effort, 

and talent, went into this. On the other hand, that’s kind of a metaphor 

for life now that I think about it. Anyhow, skip your next order of fries 

and send the buck to this guy instead. It’ll go just as fast but you'll feel 

better and think more and maybe even smile a couple of times. (JC) 

$1 ppd.; Jonathan Goldstein, Neural Adhesive Press, 944 29th Ave., Seattle, WA 98122 

Browneye Candy #1 

Well, a zine full of comix about intercourse, violence and poo. being a 

big Winnie Poo fan I couldn’t...wait... he means poo-poo. the brown 

stuff that comes out of your butt. This is sick, 

punk zines have went too far again. These car¬ 

toons mad me giggle, so all is well. (BC) 

$1.00ppd Browneye Candy, Box# 261 3701 Geary 

Blvd. San Fransisco, CA. 94118 

Burn Collector #5 

This issue of Burn Collector finds our hero /\l 

Burian en route to a European vacation. Burian 

takes us with him on his travels & adventures 

throughout Europe, and he writes so well that 

we want him to take us on more. Definitely a 

nice companion to our own Jane Hex’s Hex 5/6 

(see review in this issue), where she takes us 

on a European vacation as well. Viva well writ¬ 

ten zines! Viva vacations! Viva Europe! (DS) 

307 Blueridge Rd. Carrboro NC 27510 

Chimps #1 

Wow!!!! This is a lot of reading, a lot of com¬ 

plaining and a lot of bitching. When it is done 

this way, with backing and explanation, I like it. 

Said author moved to the UK and writes about 

hatred to straightedge hypocrite boys and the 

sad fact of the way girl skaters are treated. 

Great interviews with two Ians (form Fugazi and 

Make Up). Highly suggested. (EA) 

PO Box 2804 Brighton bn22au UK 

Chinese Bob #3 

A Larry Livermore interview (conducted by email), some not-so-enter- 

taining comics, stories about cockroaches, malls, shows, trends and 

school, with the obligatory reviews. Standard punk rock zine. Nothing 

special, but not band. (SM) 

PO Box 500233, San Antonio, TX 78280-6233 

Cheeze Ballz #3 

Ugh. This zine is too similar to its counterpart product. All fluff and no 

substance. Definitely a wasted two minutes of my day. (LM) 

$1 Shawn Shelton P.O.Box 406 Harrison, OH 45030 

Cholesterol Junkie #4, 2/97 

Gets points for: a long bad-movie review (“Rollerblade"), TV preacher 

spotlight, show reviews. Loses point for: yet another George Tabb inter- 
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view, chat room “fun", me getting skewered by a staple while reading it. 

It has its moments. (JC) 

$1.50 ppd.; PO Box 116, Long Lake, MN 55356 

Chumpire #79 

Yes again the one page zine that I love getting every month. I dunno it 

just is so personal and like “here you go.” Music and show reviews plus 

a little story. You also get a review of the new Romeo and Juliet. (EA) 

1 stamp, PO Box680 Conneaut Lake PA 16316-0680 

Class War #71 & 72 

Why am I reviewing newspapers from 1996? This seems like a great rag 

from England, but it’s pretty timely material in here, and the most 

recent issue was from August of last year. It's what you’d expect from a 

newspaper called “Class War." (DS) 

$2; PO Box 772 Bristol Avon England BS99 1EG 

Clumsy Spirit #1 

This is more like a short novel than a zine. It’s all writing with some funny 

illustrations sprinkled throughout, all focusing 

on this guy’s life. It's a very personal zine, 

but not in the "feel my emotions" kind of 

way, more in the “this is what happened to 

me and this is how it changed my life" kind 

of way. It’s very long and I only had time to 

read half of it, but what I read I liked. He 

holds nothing back — even incidents where 

he acted like an asshole he writes about 

honestly. There’s a lot about travel and get¬ 

ting in trouble ... good stuff. (SM) 

8013 Harcourt Rd. #2, Indianapolis, IN 46260 $2 

Coffee Break #6 

At first I really liked this a lot - the writing 

was full of witty British jargon and was snot¬ 

ty and entertaining but the unoriginal punk 

rock rhetoric and the lousy interviews and 

reviews wore on me. Before I read this, I 

thought it was impossible to do a bad inter¬ 

view with Martin from Los Crudos. The 

“interview" with J-Church was simply a writ¬ 

ten piece based on what the interviewer 

remembered from his/her scribbled notes. 

Two big common fanzine faux paus here: 

fake advice column and fake horoscopes - 

bad, rehashed, not funny. The bad cartoon 

(of the many) ripping on 

meditation/Buddhism was plain fucking 

ignorant at best. I really wanted to like this because the writing style is 

so engaging and hilarious but unfortunately the content fell short. (KB) 

50p Flat 1 61 Meadrow Godaiming Surrey GU7 3HS UK 

Commodity #5 

After more than a year, the new issue of our own Josh Hooten's 

Commodity fanzine is out. Once again, it levels competition, with it’s 

combination of show-stopping design and really great interviews & writ¬ 

ing (although the spelling & grammar is atrocious!). This issue features 

interviews with Lifetime, Gameface, Hell No, The Make Up, and a bunch 

more. The best piece is one called “Chewin’ the Fat With Charles 

Maggio” done by Josh about growing up heavy. (DS) 

$3; 219 A Spring St. Medford, MA 02155 

Contrast #4 

It looks like they’re trying to be a major regional zine along the lines of 

SoundViews. Lots of the usual stuff like interviews and TONS of reviews, all 

of it well done with occasional flashes of brilliance. The interviews were done 

with a lot of imagination; for instance an interview with a local band called 

Cable is done in the style of a psychiatric evaluation, which looks as if it 

would be an appropriate format for about 90% of the bands out there. (JC) 

$1 ppd.; do Al Barkley, PO Box 1545, N. Kingstown, RI 02852; http://www.ids.net/contrast/ 

Cross My Heart #1 

Jessica of Foxxxy fame does this zine. The pages are filled with descriptions, 

thoughts, journals about her relationships (early one) with boys. You get first 

kiss and all that. Interesting but seems very private. Felt like a picklocked 

her diary or something. Interesting stuff, worth the read. (EA) 

1$ and 3 stamps, Jessica Baldassare 535 w. 110th st. #5D NY, NY 10025 

Damyata #2 

This zine is all writing — no reviews, interviews or other standard zine fare, 

which is refreshing. However, the writing in this zine is so cryptic I was unable 

to get anything out of it. The stories use flowery lan¬ 

guage and are full of feeling, but they just didn’t say 

anything - they didn’t go anywhere. The author can 

turn a phrase and capute emotion, but needs to 

work on structure. (SM) 

Box 4056, MSC, 3001 Broadway, New York, NY 10027-6598 

Death & Tortillas #7 

A really awesome perzine. We first meet our heroine 

Erin here in Chicago, but she takes us all over the 

US, and into the far reaches of her mind in this well 

written—if shoddily produced—zine. Good writing = 

good zines. (DS) 

one stamp; PO Box 572 Sacramento CA 95812-0572 

Diet Society #5 

“While we argue about punk...others fight for their 

lives.” Oh yes... grindcore music reviews, kung-fu 

movie reviews, and a bunch of insightful overviews of 

Pan-American revolutionary activity past and present 

with references for more information. Thank you! All 

topics I feel passionately about, and covered in the 

manner that they deserve. Please send me back 

issues! (LM) 

no price listed, but definitely send some $ well worth it. 1212 

East Dallas #A15 McAllen TX 78501 

Doris #8 

Though I really want to rip on this and complain 

about it because 1) it’s not stapled or held together in any fashion and 2) I’m 

cranky, I really can’t. This is really cool. Lots of neat drawings and hand-done 

graphics, actual typewriting, and nice handwriting. It has a Cometbus-y feel 

with its sort of relaxed, day-in-the-life-of stories and even left me with the 

same sorts of feelings I get after reading a Cometbus: what am I doing with 

my life? Why am I in school and working instead of out in the world exploring 

and discovering? I don’t want to condense the stories into a little summary 

here so if you’re into perzines, this is a good quality one to get. (KB) 

$1+2 stamps(?) PO Box 1734 Asheville, NC 28802 

Dwgsht #9 

I actually plugged this in my last column (which should not be taken as a light 

recommendation) and am glad to be able to give it a review as well. Dwgsht 

has, by far, the most consistently interesting “thoughts from the editor" sec¬ 

tion, the best mail interviews I’ve ever read (this issue with Remission and 



Brother Inferior), well-researched articles (this issue: the San Francisco strike 

of 1934, the Lawrence strike of 1912, repression of homosexuals by the 3rd 

Reich) that are informative without being a bore to read, a solid layout, and a 

general feeling of honesty and lack of pretension that is truly refreshing. Like I 

said in a previous review of this, I even enjoy reading the reviews in this AND 

it gets even better with each issue. This embodies my ideal of what a Fanzine 

should be like. (KB) 

$2 PO Box 701 Annapolis, MD 21404 

Faire Connaitre #3 

It really bothers me when people write articles that try to analyze an idea, but 

without getting any information - only general ideas and opinions. Dialect and 

mispronunciation are not the same things, contrary to what the article would 

have you believe. I just feel that this trend of writing about things you aren’t 

informed of is reflecting a larger issue in zines today. Are we really continuing 

the information revolution, or are merely spreading ignorance around? (LM) 

$1,50 Mark 315 Baily Hall SIU Carbondale, IL 62901 

Flower Bird Wind Moon #3 

Wow. Really well written 1/2 size zine that expertly 

walks the tightrope between personal & political. 

A breath of fresh air after a shit-filled reviewing 

session. (DS) 

$1; 504 Oakland Austin TX 78703 

Fluff #7 

This is the first time I’ve come across this zine, and 

sadly enough it’s the last issue. A very well written 

personal zine that included a wonderful bio on 

Donny the Punk, as well as information on the cor¬ 

rect way to use a condom. Recommended. (LM) 

$1 and a stamp to 1628 Monument Ave. #B Richmond, VA 

23220 

Fuckability: 0 

Angry girl in a fucked up world. Fuckability is the 

rating that males give to a girl, you know "Could I 

fuck her?" Great idea and theme for this zine. 

Doesn’t come off to high horse and uses some 
\ 

comedy in the zine to get the point across. I fear 

that it may be preaching to the wrong people. I 

know that they are plenty of sexist boys in the 

punk/anarcho world, some of the worst. Most will 

stay away form this zine though. Right idea, but 

the wrong approach maybe. If this is you r thing 

though, it doesn’t get much better in quality and 

style, lots of creative style. (EA) 

Catherine Brett PO Box 55 Northhampton, MA 01060 

Fruitcake #2 & 3 

More of a pamphlet than a zine. A few pages of uninspired writing and that's 

it. The author of this zine says that we’ll “probably smash" it in a review. 

There’s nothing worth smashing. (DS) 

1 stamp; 1383 Dana Dr. Oxford OH 45056 

Fucktooth #22 

Jen is moving onto bigger things, see Maximum Rock and Roll. I hope that 

she can take the quality of MRR up to the level of her zine. Imagine inter¬ 

views with researched questions, thought our replies and basic hard work. 

That is what Fucktooth is about. Jen likes to talk and rant in her zine, but 

when I met her though in a loud bar she seemed quiet and set back. I imag¬ 

ine that my misinformation that MRR was going into hands that appear not to 

be true, seemed uneducated. I am not sure but I pictured a hellfire that was¬ 

n’t as apparent. Jen’s two best self-written articles are on relationships 

and cycles of self-abuse in punk rock. Again, reader be prepared to be 

educated. You get so much more as well. I can’t tell you how much 

her fans will miss FT, it will be awhile before we see another issue. I 

don’t think that Jen will be out at the beach in SF but working hard and 

doing the things that are tough to do in the middle of the Midwest. 

Before I take up a whole page I will just say get this last issue. While 

you are at it throw in a five and ask for the last two issues, the thing is 

thick and worth your money. Any extra would be appreciated. (EA) 

Jen Angel PO Box 3593 Columbus OH 43210 

Glossolalia #6 

A big old zine full of porno talk, the Bell-Rays, and a Dahl interview. The 

article on a writers past job working for a porno company was very inter¬ 

esting. It has reviews and lots of other things that are fun to read, the 

best part was seeing Mimi Miyagi’s butt. This zine is saying that it will 

bite the dust because it is a pain, help him out by sending some dough 

and letters of hope. Or do nothing and let a good zine die. (BC) 

$2.00ppd 4470 W. Sunset Bl. #425 Los Angeles, CA. 90027-6305 

Headshy #4 

An elaborately bound, well written political zine. 

The best thing is that the person that created it 

is a kindergarten teacher! We need more 

informed, active, smart people corrupting kids 

with progressive ideas at such a young age. 

Way to go!! (DS) 

$1+2 stamps; 103 Nuagola Ave. Mt. Top, PA 18707- 

9819 

Heights Kid #4 

Wow - this zine is overwhelming in it’s outright 

all encompassing greatness. I spent over an 

hour and a half devouring the interesting 

columns (surprise! that still happens!) and the 

best damn Descendants interview ever. I’m 

really proud how this rag represents differing 

parts of the punk spectrum in a positive way - 

no back stabbing squabbling here - and doesn't 

define itself; it just is. Bonus points on the 

multi color hand silkscreened covers and the 

discreet ad section. Best zine I’ve read in a 

long time when you order it (and you will) think 

subscription. (LM) 

$2 Paul 4017 Glen Canyon Court NE Albuquerque, 

NM 87111 

Hex #5/6 Double issue 

Jane Hex does a great zine, check out her col¬ 

umn in this issue and you will get the flavor here. This issue looks so 

nice on the outside silver/grey/black. This thing has so much reading it 

is a small book, not really a zine. I really suggest that you get this if you 

want more of Jane and her adventures in Europe. Introspective and 

enjoyable. One of the best in zinester land. (EA) 

2$, 80pages, PO Box 989 Berkeley, CA 94701 

This is a catalog craftily disguised as a zine, but Ice-9 distribution, I’m 

onto you!! There are some interviews—with Scared of Chaka, Bouncing 

Souls, Against All Authority, & Good Riddance—thrown in, but the real 

reason this thing exists is for the 4 page catalog at the back. Is that a 

bad thing? I’m not sure. (DS) 

PO Box 6737 Fullerton CA 92834 
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I Stand Alone #7 

This was pretty good. A little too much writing about the scene for my 

tastes but the interviews with Brothers Keeper, Chalkline, Invictus, and 

Earth Crisis were introspective and well done (the one with Neurosis was 

OK but not as delving as the others). Although I was irritated that the 

editor asked many of the same sappy questions to the bands (e.g. 

“When was the last time you cried?” and “What’s the angriest you’ve 

ever been?”) I have to admit that they generated really varied and inter¬ 

esting responses which were the high points of the interviews. I’ve seen 

other interviewers attempt similar lines of questioning and fail miserably. 

The bulk of this is made up of the interviews which is why I haven’t real¬ 

ly mentioned anything else. There’s a nice overall positive feel to this 

and it’s worth the - well, I can’t find a price but it’s full size 30 pages 

with a cardstock cover so I’d say maybe $2 plus postage. (KB) 

$? Adele PO Box 321 Buckner, KY 40010 

International Straight Edge Bulletin #20 

Wow, this was super cool. The title basically sums up this zine’s focus but 

given that many of the contributions are from countries with very small 

scenes, much more than SEHC gets covered here. It’s more like international 

scene reports, reviews, interviews, and opinions written by SxE folks but not 

necessarily limited to that. This may sound like a dry information zine but trust 

me, it’s not. The perspectives coming from all these countries and learning 

about their scenes was totally fascinating, particularly the piece on the clash 

between SxE vegetarians/vegans and Muslim kids. Interviews with Tools of 

Society, Armed With Anger zine/records fellow Richard Corbridge, Inside Front 

editor Brian, and tons and tons of information. This has an overall positive 

edge to it that is appealing. I’ve seen many other efforts like this that haven’t 

been nearly as successful. (KB) 

$3 world Yann Boisleve BP 7523 35075 Rennes Cedex 3 France 

Ice-9 

This is a catalog craftily disguised as a zine, but Ice-9 distribution, I’m 

onto you!! There are some interviews—with Scared of Chaka, Bouncing 

Souls, Against All Authority, & Good 

Riddance—thrown in, but the real reason this 

thing exists is for the 4 page catalog at the 

back. Is that a bad thing? I’m not sure. (DS) 

PO Box 6737 Fullerton CA 92834 

Immeasurable Difference #9 

Ah, a homegrown zine from my town. This is 

by far the best issue the affable locals Shelly 

and Barry have put out. The layout is a lot 

cleaner than in previous issues and the larg¬ 

er number of articles added more quality. 

Articles include biological/chemical warfare 

research, Joan of Arc (the woman, not the 

band), an expose on Nike & Disney (not real¬ 

ly an article, more like a reproduced flyer), 

Affirmative Action, and a history of haunted 

areas of central Illinois. Reviews, columns, 

and opinions round out this issue. (KB) 

2 stamps Shelly and Barry 

Indy #3 

A snowboarding & skate zine, plus some 

punk stuff from Canada. Nothing more to 

say. (DS) 
$1; PO Box 523 Station M Calgary AB Canada T2P 

2J2 

Infinite Onion #14 

Pretty excellent political newspaper out of Colorado. Not entirely unlike 

Profane Existence, just without the music. (DS) 

PO Box 1032 Colorado Springs CO 80901 

Innermuscle #6- Shat upon #2 

This is a large newsprint double issue turn the thing over half way zine 

thing. The muscle side has a great interview with The Probe (a great 

zine!). It is a very well put together issue and is worth the cover price 

alone. The shat side is a little more scummy, but a good read also. Lots 

of sexy stuff with record reviews etc..What else can you do in missoula 

besides write for a zine. (BC) 

6 stamps PO. Box 8681 Missoula, MT. 59807-8681 

Interpol Times #10 

Why is it that hardcore zines look exactly the same, even when they’re done 

on a completely different continent? (DS) 

$2; Auf dem Stafansberg 58 53340 Meckenheim, Germany 

It’s Alive #15 

Man, the graphics in this are fucking huge. I’m nor¬ 

mally big on packing as much information into alot- 

ted space as possible but this guy does some pretty 

interesting collage stuff with old flyers and pho¬ 

tographs and one of newspaper articles about a 

surfer that got put in jail for unclear reasons. Lots of 

neatly photocopied photos and interviews with III 

Repute (pretty good), Ignite (decent), and Rain on 

the Parade (not that great). (KB) 

$1 US, $2 Canada, $3 world or equivalent postage Fred 

Hammer PO Box 6326 Oxnard, CA 93031-6326 

Jersey Beat #59 

What can you say, as good as Maximum or Punk 

Planet but doesn’t seem to get the same high recog¬ 

nition. They should be on Mordam as well. Where 

are all the members of the Bongos? Read to find 

out. Great interview withrJohn Crawfrod (you know 

all the cartoons you see that make fun of Tim and 

Ben and the whole punk gang). Too many reviews, 

but at 108 pages they got room to fill. Essential. 

(EA) 
$2, Jersey Beat 418 Gregory Avenue Weehawken, NJ 07087 

(check out their web-site) 

Lactose Intolerant #1 

I finished reading this in less than 5 minutes. Bad 

sign. Two of the ten pages that comprise this half-size zine were taken up by 

typical how-we-started-this and we-want-contributions type stuff and the other 

8 were reviews, stories on the verge of being interesting but never quite there, 

and a listing of upcoming events (which includes a show last September that 

a few of my friends went to; this must be pretty old). Given how much the 

editor goes on and on about contributions and mentioning in a letter enclosed 

with the zine that s/he wishes to "set up correspondence with people from 

other parts of the country”, I find it pretty idiotic that the only hint of an 

address is in the intro section as follows: “219 Henninger, which is on cam¬ 

pus in case your a moron.” There are some phone numbers too but they 

don’t have area codes so...do I really need to comment further on what I 

think about this? (KB) 

$? 219 Henninger on campus, you moron 



Last Issue 

It’s the “special anti-school issue.” Perhaps this young chap should spend a 

little more time paying attention in school—you may be able to learn to write 

a better fanzine. Badly written, badly xeroxed, not stapled, and bad penman¬ 

ship to boot. If you’re doing this to give to friends or to piss off a few teach¬ 

ers, why are you sending it in for review? Complete crap. (DS) 

no address... darn 

Libertinage 

This zine describes itself as “the magazine of higher learning and lower cul¬ 

ture," which basically means that it’s dirty stories written by college boys. 

Maybe it’s just my prejudice against academics who feel like they’re “slum¬ 

ming it” when they go to an expensive college like the University of Chicago 

that happens to be smack-dab in the middle of a not-so-nice part of town, or 

maybe it’s just that this zine sucks, but I’ve never felt ripped off by a zine I got 

for free before. Now I have. (DS) 

Si; PO Box 48858 Los Angeles, CA 90048 

Limp #8 

Hm, interesting cover (read: ug!y).This (aside from 

the swatch of paisley wallpaper serving as a 

cover) is a really nice-looking cut and paste zine. 

There are lots of little stories (most of which are 

about mundane things and are written kind of 

badly), cartoons (on the whole, not very good), 

vegan recipes, interviews with Mr. T Experience 

and Fingerhutt (decent), skate photos, and vari¬ 

ous filler elements. I can tell that the editors put 

a lot of effort into this and it verges on being cool 

and creative but sorry to say, it’s fairly mediocre 

(which actually makes it better than 90% of the 

fanzines out there) EXCEPT for the article on 

Michael Moschen, a juggler, which was totally 

awesome. The free 2 dimensional glasses were a 

pretty cool idea. (KB) 

$1 or $2? 236 Santa Rosa Ct. Old Hickory, TN 37138 

Loserdom #7 

A zine from Ireland that I really wish I could like, 

but it reminds me too much of all the half-assed 

zines I read from the US. You can do better. (DS) 

35 Mapas Rd. Dalkey Co. Dublin, Ireland 

Micromag #3,#4 

Nice, nice 1/3 size page. The quality of the print¬ 

ing and layout is the tops. I mean this is so pro¬ 

fessional in looks that in makes me sick. Content 

will appeal to any garage/punk fan. See inter¬ 

views of Humpers/New Bomb Turks/Cub. Reviews of bar drinks, pinball you 

got it all. Next best thing to Estrus Quarterly. I suggest you send him a cou¬ 

ple bucks and ask for all the issues. (EA) 

$1 Micromag PO Box 442337 Lawrence KS 66044 

Mindless #1 

Finally, a zine with a title that completely sums up the contents. A thin punk 

zine with write-in interviews with Blanks 77, Rev. Norb, Egghead, reviews, 

some short pieces about shows and stuff, and some reprints. Not good. (SM) 

PO Box 21, Santa Monica, CA 90406-0021 one stamp 

Monkeybite #1 

I love Monkeybite! Is it because of their great pictures of monkeys and 

bands? Or is it because of the great features on the Planet of The Apes incor¬ 

porated within the whole zine? Maybe it is because of the great 12 (!!!) page 

interview with SPAZZ? Yes, it is all of these things and more. Other inter¬ 

views with Man Is the Bastard, Devoid of Faith, Deadbodieseverywhere, 

and Noothgrush are great too. Issue #2 looks very promising, so what 

are you waiting for? (SY) 

$2 to Monkeybite, PO BOX 1142, Cupertino, CA 95015 -1142 

Motion Sickness #3 

This is the standard format punk rock fanzine: a magazine-size, 

newsprint deal with interviews, ads, columns, show and record reviews. 

But this is a good one. It’s packed with interviews and they’re pretty 

good ones too - more conversational than just a regular Q&A deal. 

Interviews are with Avail, Delta 72, Red 5, Diesel Boy, Lifetime, Joykiller, 

Space Cookie, Weston, A.F.I., Strung Out, Judge Nothing, and the New 

Bomb Turks. Worthwhile. (SM) 

6221 Delmar Blvd., Apt. 202 rear, St. Louis, MO 63130 $1? 

Murder Can be Fun #17 and Calendar 

If you haven’t read MCBF then pull out two bucks put it in an envelope 

and mail it now. Issue 17 is about Nughty children. It is funny, border¬ 

ing on hysterical. “So I could see the fire 

engines roll!" said Thomas L., 15 explaining 

why he set fires in 10 Manhattan apartment 

buildings. Funny stuff. The calendar is great as 

well. After 9 plus years MCBF has delivered. 

My birthday reads Aug. 11th “A CHP officer 

arrested a black motorist for drunk driving trig¬ 

gers the 5-day Watts Riots...." Great thanks 

for that info. The calendar is fun to leave 

around the office. I wish he would make it Into 

a computer version... (EA) 

$2 for issue, S3 for calendar, John Marr PO Box 

640111 SF, CA 94164 

Mylzine #10 

A good solid and thick punk rock zine. There are 

intelligent essays on HIV testing, the rebel flag 

and racism, and phone scams. There interviews 

with Pansy Division, Cub, Bikini Kill, and Jessica 

Lawless; and there are reviews of zines, music, 

and 80's movies. Worth checking out. (SM) 

PO Box 3086, Pensacola, FL 32516-3086 $2 

No Labels #4 

A hardcore Rolling Stone. This thing is big and 

bouncy. Bloodlet, neurosis, and Orange 9mm 

are all inside, and boy are they pissed! This has 

a shit load of ads and reviews for the hardcore 

punker to look at and be 

mad at. This thing is so good that I am pissed off! (BC) 

$3.00 ppd. 1148 Fifth Ave. #7D New York, NY. 10128 

Oblivion #5, Winter 96-97 

This zine focuses exclusively on what they call “youth issues", primarily 

rebellion against pretty much everything about high school. This is pret¬ 

ty high-minded stuff compared to what you might think, and it certainly 

needs to be said and supported. But I get so discouraged reading 

about the same old bullshit; I’m long out of high school and from where 

I sit, things are much worse than these kids know, and are not going to 

change. The administrators know that even though a few kids figure out 

what's being done to them, they’ll soon be gone and won’t look back. 

Good zines, especially ones like this, are a bright spot in the gloom and 

very much deserve our support. (JC) 

2 stamps; 120 State Ave. NE #76, Olympia, WA 98501; http://www.oblivion.net 
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Oculus Magazine Vol 6, Issue 1 

Blah. Bleech. This is the boring newsprint zine you see all the time. 32 

pages of typical reviews, poetry, film. The only saving grace was a nice Team 

Dresch interview. (EA) 

sample $1, PO Box 148 Hoboken, NJ 07030 

good, and there was a lot to read. There are also interviews with the Warmers 

and Cynthia Connely, reviews and pics and stuff. One piece I read that I really 

liked was about women eating their placenta after birth. Very interesting. A 

worthwhile zine, although I’d like to see the cover price drop a bit. (SM) 

12574 Quincy Adams Ct., Herndon, VA 20171 $2 and two stamps 

The Odd Adventure-Zine - Vol. 2 No. 1, 1/97 

This is pretty nuts. It’s a full-size comic with a color cover, professionally pro¬ 

duced but still with a DIY edge to it. The main part is a very strange and 

involved story of a mad taxidermist who ends up at “The Spiral City Sanitarium 

for the Slightly Skewed and Mentally Akimbo" as a consequence of a slow- 

motion three week encounter with sex-crazed sloths at a bowling alley. I’ll skip 

the details. This thing is so deadpan that the lunacy tends to slide right by if 

you don’t stop to look at it — I’m having fun imagining these guys applying 

their considerable talents in the field of politics, or perhaps teaching. (JC) 

$2.95 ppd.; Zamboni Press, 16842 NW Joscelyn St., Beaverton, OR 97006; http://www.tele- 

port.com/-megalon 

Pop Life #3, #4 

From #3: “I’m so surprised how difficult it is to 

publish a zine about girls when you’re dealing with 

them on a regular basis." Urn, we can tell. 

Things like the birth-of-a-relationship article about 

getting up the nerve to call up Sarah, then the 

note tacked on the end that Sarah was out and 

Liz was in... Anyhow it’s fun to read since 

nobody’s taking any of it too seriously. Even Tom 

who has just joined the Marines by mistake ("Boy 

am I in trouble. I’ll get out of it somehow.’’) By 

issue #4, Liz was history, with a tough lesson 

learned: “I cannot relate to a girl that does not 

drink coffee.” There were accidents, automotive 

and X-Acto (“It was in my pocket, don’t ask.”), and 

lots of reflections. And reviews. Points were lost 

due to 1) yet another Furious George interview, 

and 2) the pages being way out of order. (JC) 

2 stamps and a nice letter; do Suburban Punks, PO Box 291, 

N. Reading, PA 01864 

Razor Blades in Halloween Candy Feb/97 

Nice personal zine. Would like to see the author 

ditch the reviews. Every zine does them and these 

weren’t anything special. That aside a funny read 

with a few serious notes. The stories are what 

makes this zine work. I would trade for this one in 

an instance but it is half genius/half filler. (EA) 

$l/trade 53 Hudson Ave. Grafton, MA 01519 

Sap #2 

Big, big comic. Without ruining the storyline, it is a city tale that any punk 

would enjoy. Bright, high contrast art that is awesome. Very cool!!! Its UK 

but available in the states.(EA) 

Migraine PO Box 2337 Berkeley, CA 94702 

Scenery #5 

More beautiful than the writing in this zine are the illustrations & collages that 

appear on every page. Fragile line drawings, blown-out xeroxes, bold ink 

washes make this more of a work of art than a zine. Breathtaking. (DS) 

$1; PO Box 14223 Gainesville FL 32604 

Scorpion #2 

This seems .to be a zine focused around college life and related issues. I say 

“seems to" because I didn’t have time to read it all, but what I did read was 

Scum Feast#3 

Just what you would expect from a zine called “Scum Feast." Mentors, OJ. 

Symptoms, and The Spent Idols all make their scummy way onto these scummy 

pages. And there is a report about homophobia in N.C. Hold the phones, homo¬ 

phobia in the south. I have never heard of such a thing. In a land where African 

Americans are still called “Boys," who would dream of homophobia? This prob¬ 

lem has to be stopped. Next your be telling me the Mentors are pro-rape, (sorry 

just lost my mind for a minute) Read the zine and feel scummy as ever. (BC) 

$2.00ppd Andy Miller 2326 Sheffield rd. Raleigh, NC. 27610 

Second Nature #5 

Fucking god damn this zine weighs like 10 pounds. How the hell does Dan 

get the money to print this puppy, let alone mail it? It’s only 70 pages long, 

but it's printed on thick-as-hell paper! Christ. Anyway, 

as always, this issue of Second Nature looks clean 

and reads well. Great interviews with Texas is the 

Reason, The Promise Ring & a few others, plus a ton 

of photos and a whole buncha reviews. There’s 

something about this though that leaves me feeling 

like I do when I hear one of those over-produced 

hardcore bands—there’s no soul. (DS) 

$2; PO Box 11543 Kansas City, MO 64138 

Self Defense #1 

The info sheet nicely taped into the zine for my 

reviewing pleasure informs me that this may be “one 

of the only, if not the only, zine that is in existence in 

Wichita." And you know what? Sometime’s that’s 

enough to get a good review from me. That Wichita, 

home of evil religious right groups and ground zero for 

some horrendous Operation ‘Rescue’ actions a few 

years back, can spawn anything that isn’t based in 

brain-dead bible thumping, gives me hope for human¬ 

ity. Sure, this zine may not be original, sure the inter¬ 

views in it may not be that great, but it’s a goddamn 

ray of sunshine in a dark, dark town indeed. (DS) 

$1 or 3 stamps; 135 N. Terrace Wichita, KS 67208 

Shithappy #4 

A very hit & miss zine outta LA that has managed to 

produce 4 issues in 6 years! The best thing in this 

rag is a big piece about a clown activist group, I hope 

it’s true, ‘cause it would fucking rock. The rest ain’t that interesting, but the 

clown piece made my day. (DS) 

$2; 11338 JofFire St. LA CA 90049 

Shooting Space # 1 

This is unique, a CD booklet zine. I guess that the price might be right (or 

Sam must be rich?). Okay, this is what you get for your buck. Sam will tell 

you about the Men’s Recovery Project tour of Alaska. Fourteen pages of Sam 

with typical Vermiform graphics. A great read and a must for any fan. (EA) 

1$ Vermiform PO Box 12065 Richmond, VA 23241 

Sissy #6 

Cartoons, Calvin Klein and hobophobia. This one is filled with style and char¬ 

acter (something lacking in the zine department today). I would say that this 

is the third quality issue in a row that I have read and glad to see $6. The 



serious and comedic stories mixed make for a nice read. Not preachy, but 

thought filling. (EA) 

Sissy 111 Dallas Ave. Newark, DE 19711 

all through the zine I kept getting hit with disturbing little things like that. 

On the other hand, anyone who can keep a zine going for 34 issues 

deserves credit... (JC) 

Skeeter #2 

I hope this zine keeps going. Personal zine with little to no reviews. Haven’t 

read a zine form a high school aged punker in a long time. Since I teach 

H.S. this was a nice read. The best part (which hit home) was her journal 

entries. The followed a line a thought about a teacher who busted a student 

for calling her a name or something. Clare uses this as a mental springboard 

to realize first how often teachers, then everyone lets this kind of shit go. 

How many times have you heard someone say something sexist, racist, etc. 

and let it go because it was easier. If you understand this, you will like 

Skeeter, thanks. (EA) 

1$, Clare Pepper RR#1 Douglas Ont. Canada KOj ISO 

one stamp; do Idys Yak Farm, 516 3rd St. NE, Massillon, OH 44646 

Sound Views #44 

You know the score, it’s Sound Views! Interviews with Brutal Truth, The 

Skatalines, and many, many more. Plus reviews. Lee puts out a consis¬ 

tently good, albeit not groundbreaking, zine. (DS) 

$2; 96 Henry Street, Suite 5w Brooklyn NY 11201-1713 

Spongey Monkey #5 

I really like this zine, for the typical punk rock interview/review zine that 

is. Nothing too original, just well done. Cub, Melt Banana (form Japan) 

and Delta 72 interview. Get this one, it is worth a measly buck. (EA) 

$1, 416 Jeff Davis St. Waveland, MS 39576 

Small Service With a Big State #1 

A small-town kid in Canada (Nelson BC), writing about the stuff that interests 

him. It’s your basic half-size cut-and-paste zine; the main article is about 

prank calls to big companies’ 800 numbers, 

which I guess is one of the more attractive forms 

of amusement when you live where he does. 

There’s also this subtle sense of isolation all 

through it; he’s not real sure the rest of the world 

will care about his zine (or even if the rest of the 

world exists for that matter): “You're trying to sell 

forty pieces of paper stuck together for a dollar? 

Why I can go down to WalMart and buy 200 

sheets of paper for less than that. And those 

ones are UNUSED!" (JC) 

“$1 (or so)”. I’d send $2 cause postage is more up there; 1152 

East Georgia St., Vancouver, BC V6H 2H3, Canada 

Station Fanzine #2, 12/96 

This is a BIG zine. We’re talking 66 full-size pages and no pictures. 

Figure on spending an afternoon with this puppy 

— I did. And when I was done I had this kind of 

mixed feeling about it, like there was a lot of 

good stuff in there but I sure have other things I 

could do with a whole afternoon. Anyhow, you’ll 

find a long exchange of letters about the 

Hardline movement, a bunch of band interviews 

including the Bouncing Souls and the 

Descendents, and record reviews, some of 

which run upwards of 1000 words, none wast¬ 

ed. Oh, and poetry. (JC) 

$1 ppd.; do Greg Svitil, 2651 9th St., Boulder, CO 

80304 

Social Front #1 

The front cover of this zine has a picture of a 

spiky punk pointing a gun at a cheerleader. It says 

“eliminating stupidity one person at a time.” Turn 

the gun around, pal. This is your basic pun crock 

zine - reviews, ads, an interview with Das Klown, 

and an essay on why homophobia is stupid. The 

only good thing about it is that it’s from Waco, 

Texas - but he doesn’t mention anything about 

the Branch Davidians, unfortunately. (SM) 

PO Box 8791, Waco, TX 76714 $1 

Softkill july-dec. 96 

This is actually a compilation of six different zines 

all done by the same guy, but with various 

names. All contain information of the blow-things-up and wreck-shit variety, 

with a leaning towards creating economic collapse. He’s into Unabomber stuff 

and phone scams, etc. Some of this was fun, a lot of it is ineffectual, but if 

this is your thing, this is kinda interesting. (SM) 

PO Box 4032, Attleboro, MA 02703 $1 and two stamps 

Sty Zinc #24 

This long-running, backwards-reading zine is 

really good. Contained within is writing that is 

mostly personal, but there’s also stuff about 

junk food, music, 16mm movies, and an inter¬ 

view with Pool Dust zine. It comes with a review section that’s a large 

three-color poster on one side and reviews on the other. Very cool. 

Highly recommended. (SM) 

PO Box 2192, Bloomington, IN 47402 $2 

Station Fanzine # 3 

An informative zine focused on the Hardcore 

slice of life. It seemed very interesting to the 

hardcore or to people that don’t have to read a 

million zines in a day to review. So here is my 

review... It seemed good but I didn’t really read 

it. I am sorry. But at least I am honest and not 

like other reviewers who lie to you. Get it and 

do yotir own review buster.(BC) 

$2.00; 2651 9th street, Boulder, CO. 80304 

Something For Nothing #34 

Lots of columns and rants and opinions, most of it pretty pointless, in a 

friendly and unselfconscious way. Maybe it’s a Midwestern thing. Also the 

zine is just riddled with biblical references and stuff like that — at first I 

thought “aha it’s a Christian zine" but then I wasn’t so sure... but there’s 

something going on here that makes me uncomfortable. For instance, in a 

little rant about an AIDS benefit show the author attended where he was 

offered free condoms, he said “I guess it’s good that they’re trying to prevent 

aids or whatever, in some twisted way..." It just doesn’t sit well with me, and 

Sublimation #1 

Lots of emotional and personal writing that I couldn’t relate to at all. I 

just couldn’t understand what he was trying to convey...I’m sorry. (LM) 

$1 Mike 33455 Caliban Dr. Freemont California 94555 

Suburbicide # ? 

Some newspaper articles re-printed and some own stuff all crammed into a 

few pages. It seems like this guy reads a lot of books and has opinions on 

everything. These are good qualities to have in punk rock zine land. 
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Hopefully he will come out with a bigger and more visually appealing zine next 

time around. Check it out it is free in buffalo, so drive up there to get it. and when 

you are in Buff, say hi to my friend Odie (baseball furies) cause he is cool! (BC) 

Stamp or trade John Lindsay 14 cottage St. Apt 2. Buffalo, NY. 14201 

Superblackblack #3 

This zine absolutely rules. The layout, the content, and the overall design are 

amazing. There’s comics, short stories, travel stories, interviews with comic artists 

Jim Woodring and Tom Hart, and some great graphics. It even comes with a 

compilation 7" (see v/a Ninja Factor). I can’t recommend this enough. (SM) 

PO Box 2337, Berkeley, CA 94702 $4 

The Torch 

From the first line of The Torch, “Greetings... The Torch has arrived! The Torch has 

arrived! We know many of you exclaimed when you looked in your mailbox and 

saw this goody.” Besides being grammatically incorrect (who am I to talk about 

that), it’s just fucking wrong. This is a 3 1/2 page flyer for the Nbung People’s 

Socialist League. What??? People are going to be excited about this? There’s 

nothing here that you haven’t read in magazines for big people. Word to The 

Torch: stop pandering to “young people" they’re 

smarter than you think. (DS) 

516 W. 25Th St. #404 New York NY 10001 

Vanguard #7 

There’s something fundamentally repugnant about a 

philosophy that requires its followers to adhere to 

every tenant without question. The Hardline move¬ 

ment does just that. This zine is the written mouth¬ 

piece of the Hardline movement, which is dedicated 

to living a natural lifestyle and destroying the things 

r that destroy the earth. Hardliners are militantly 

160 ve&an> drug-free, and opposed to abortion and 

1 homosexuality, arguing that all these things are at 

odds with the natural way. This world view is filled 

with contradictions. Example: although Hardline 

opposes the killing of animals and the aborting of 

fetuses, it condones the life-for-a-life philosophy, 

saying its OK to kill abortionists. Hardline also oppos¬ 

es homosexuality, arguing that it never occurs in the 

natural (animal) world, which is complete bullshit. 

But perhaps the greatest flaw of Hardline is that it 

pretends to have all the answers, forcing its adher¬ 

ents into the belief that the world is something that 

can be completely understood. Although the ideas 

offered in this zine are fucked up, I’m not too wor¬ 

ried about them becoming massively popular — who 

can take seriously a zine in which the authors are 

too chickenshit to sign their names? (SM) 

PO Box 30373, Indianapolis, IN 46230-0373 $2 

View #1 

It is free and it is worth checking out if you are a zine freak. This is one of 

those little zines that are put together with love and speed and Kinko’s help. 

Inside is pirate radio talk, reviews, Star Wars talk and more. (BC) 

A stamp View 23871 Longacre, Farmington, MI. 48335 

Viscera #1 

This zine used to be called Jumbo Shrimp, which Michelle produced 10 issues 

of before going to college and changing the name. This issue is themed around 

the question “are humans estranged in essence?" and contains essays by a 

bunch of people addressing the question — which, thankfully, never really gets 

answered, just explored. The rest is personal writing. A good zine. (SM) 

PO Box 260227, Madison, WI 53726 $2 or $1 and three stamps 

VOID Issue #6 

A very short but very good zine focusing on the Las Vegas scene, and illustrat¬ 

ed by some extraordinary pen-and-ink artwork. I don’t know, I read so many 

crappy zines these days that it’s nice to see one that holds true to the zine 

ideal yet is professional, inviting, and fun. I just wish it wasn’t so short. (JC) 

50 cents; PO Box 72671, Las Vegas, NV 89170 

War Crime #2 

A pretty good political punk zine. Hopefully in the future it will go into more 

depth over the issues that it covers. This issue touches on a first person 

account of police violating individual rights, community responsibility within 

the punk scene, and resources for prisoners. (LM) 

$1 PO Box 2741 Tuscon AZ 85702 

Watts Up #4 

A good start for those interested in Micro power radio. I personally could use 

more technical information (my sautering technique is lacking). A very handy 

listing of 70 micro power radio stations as well. A step in the right direction 

for the worthy cause to win back the airways. (LM) 
$1 PO Box 8123 Santa Maria CA 93456 

W.G.O.I.M.P. #5 

Lots of interviews (The Dread, Devoid of Faith, 

Monster X, more), reviews, and opinion, with a sXe 

slant. A big part of the message is tolerance, 

which we’ve all heard before of course (“Kids look 

up to these bands and here they are supporting 

some fucking jock rock gay basher band.") But I’ve 

been seeing less and less tolerance lately so I 

guess it needs repeating. The reviews were opin¬ 

ionated but fun: “The world doesn’t need crusties 

with pianos.” (JC) 

50 cents plus 1 stamp; do C.J., 488 Green Bay Road, 

Highland Park, IL 60035 

When Roses are Bloom in Dixieland #1 

Great mini-comic, zine thing. The art has stunning 

contrast and vein on the personal side. Stories in 

Jeff’s life include the ever popular Star Wars nostal¬ 

gia thing. Have to like the honesty of this one, nice 

production. (EA) 

1$ +55 cents, Jeff Levine 52a Davie Cr. Chapel Hill, NC 27514 

Yeah 

Aesthetically impressive. But somehow the content 

doesn’t come across the way it should on a 2-D for¬ 

mat. (LM) 
$? 7114 Laketree Court Fairfax Station, VA 22039 

Zine World #1 

Bout fucking time. This publication is a valuable new resource to the zine 

world. For along time I’ve found Factsheet Five to be stale and unhelpful in 

all my zine needs and these guys have rushed to my rescue. There is tons of 

information in here on what stores are not paying up on consignments, who is 

getting censored and the general rules and etiquette for ordering a zine. The 

most important feature is the fabulously in-depth reviews of zines (far better 

than my weak attempts) with some really neat cross referencing. This is a 

project that definitely needs to be supported. So if you have a zine - send it 

in. If you want to know what’s what in the zine world on a bimonthly basis - 

get a subscription. A must have. (LM) 

$3 924 Valencia St. #203 San Francisco CA 94110 



brand new unit 
LOOKING BACK AGAIN 

Send stamp or I IRC for a FREE Catalog • To order by moil, send check, or m.o.: U.S.-SII.00 / Canada or surfoce-$12.00 / Airmoil-$I4.00 (postage paid) 
BYO Ret°rds * Pos' Box 67A64 • Us Angeles, CA 90067 • BYORECOROS@eartblink.net • Check oat oar shit at wwwbyorecords.com 

“BYO has managed 

to capture this 

12 song blast, of 

pent up, steamrolling 

thunder, on one 

mighty fine disc" 

brand new unit 
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PROP IS 
change is good COHO 

AH items postpaid in the (J.S. 

Theoiogien Records poh 10 70 
Hermose Beech* CA 90254 
Visit as online et~. 
http://theologian records. com 
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• '‘Just as you 
yield to the punk 
imagery, UFOFU is 
throwing around 
pieces of jazz, 
country, and 
fearlessly. Beach 
Boy harmonies.” 

JONATHAN FIRE*EATER 
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STILL BUYABLE SeStaftP 

THE CRAMPS "FLAMEJOB" 
FUTURHYTHMS 

BLUCtlS, ?T«BoTTB«T:<>:3U< 

Send SASE for »or« Info to: Medicine Label, 137 W.14th St. 
NY, NY 10011 or email medicinclbSaot*co» Suite 202 

WMertiAH 

CD releases coining soon from... 
Stinkaholic (out in May), 
The Throw Downs & Manner Farm 

■ . . 

cotio/T^08^3098 
; 

206 RECORDS "Austialien for Punk 

Oops...We Screwed Up 
On The Unpunk Album we said that Willis did a Quiet 
Riot song called We're Not Gonna Take It. Well any 
smart Metal Head knows that song was done by Twisted 
Sister, so we apologize and suggest that you all buy 
a copy of The Unpunk Album and pick up a copy of 
any Twisted Sister album too. —— 

iff nsEs?** 
ssgrass* _ 

: your local 

8314 Greenwood Ave. N., Suite 102 • Seattle, WA 98103 * (206) 781-0553 
twoosix@aol.com • http://www.yusta com/206/ 

-Lakeport b/w Just Another 
Day 7’: $3ppd. 

-Punk Strikes Back LP comp, 
with G.R., Moral Crux, Rythym 
Collision and more..: $6ppd. 

-Sasquatch CD comp, with G.R., 
NoMeansNo, Cringer, Moral Crux, 
Kid Dynamo, Nuisance, Schlong, 
Victims Family and more..: $6ppd.| 

-Memories Better Left Behind CD. 
Includes first three 7”s (new 
Dirt And Ashes): $7 

-’92-'96 tape. Unreleased studio 
and live versions plus a few 
new things: $3ppd. 

P\JN’K 
Rock 

"SPOU-HD"- D.l.Y. Qu*|rty DEMO 
ONLY 2. WELL. CONCEALED DOLLARS 
WRITE ABovTSTICKERS A^t1 T-SHiRTS 
3ad Dairy cpuncu-/ea-ack sox 
P.O.BOX 2.7851 
ST.LOUIS, MO 631H6-1351 “Ia 

WHY 
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AVAILABLE ON CD(Sio) / LP (S8) crank! ARECORD COMPANY 

f 1223 wilshire blvd #173 
, santa raontca, ca 90403 

310.917.9IS2'CrankWaol.com 

htlpi^ome. earthlmknet-crank 

also available: mineral, boys life, drive like jehu 

promise ring, vitreous humor and much more. 

CONTACT US FOR FREE CATALOG!!! 

MINERAL/SENSE FIELD/ JIMMY EAT WORLD 
three sided 7” - $3.50 

comp. 
ve Like Jehu, Promise Ring, Mineral, Christie 

Drive, Knapsack, Boys Life and many more... 

CD-$10 double LP-$10 

but look, there s more! 
Drive Like Jehu, Cap’n Jazz, Mineral 
Promise Ring, Archers Of Loaf, etc., 

rekkids, t’s, stickers and more!! _ 
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nan 
contact us for a FREE CATALOG! 
FREE SHIT sent with every order! 

■i/unirx/uivi 'ANY 
1223 wilshire blvd #173, santa monica, ca 90403 

310.917.9162/ CrankKills@aol.com 

http://home.earthlink.net/~crank 

fyiiPOERs beware 

All prices postage paid in the 

NEW 7" VINYL: 
NOBODYS-WELCOME TO THE SPRINGS, FUCK YOU-HR61 

ME FIRST AND THE GIMME GIMMES -DIAMOND -HR624 



LIVE RECORDING OF NY’S FINEST FEATURING: 

MURPHY’S LAWj;|^ft 
CROWN OF THORNZ, ‘J 

H20, ENSIGN, 25 TA LIFE, 

AND 10 OTHER BANDS • AP 6007 CD-LP 

Hl'JdllLVi 

^ lPW0fl\,CT,o*3 Kr r^\ 
C/UVLV I- \ 

__ 
another for mail order catalog write or e mail > 

1 a n e t. another planet records, 740 Broadway. 7th floor, 

£jE333jIII NEW YORK. NY 10003 • E-MAIL: apliinetrfeaol.com 

Discount 
WS. 

J*Church 
Split 7” 

4 Amazing Songs from 

2 Incredible Bands. 
s3.50 ppd. 

Coming Soon* 
LessThan Jake • Muppet Covers 7” [s3.50] 

JCCC vs. Cigaretteman (Japan) • Split 7” [Wait!] 

Also Available* 

LMOI7 Tikwheel - Battle Hymns for the Recluse Youth 

12”.s7.00 ppd • CD..$8.00ppd 

LMO16 Discou nt - Ataxia’s Alright Tonight 

13 song CD...s8.00 ppd 

• write for free catalog & sticker • 

> ^ LIQUID MEATS 
p.o. box 460692 • escondido, CA 92046-0692 

'P.feotd Best 
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The Padded Cell- ;S/T’ LP/CD 

co 

CO 
co 

-After 3 7"’s , the Padded Cell are ready to deliver their n 
debut full length. 15 pissed off LA street punk fuckin’ a» 
tunes. First 1O00 come with limited edition cassette J j; 
Card, so you can make a copy and listen to it in your car. o 
Punk fuckin’ rock...get ready!! 

LessThan Jake/J Church-split 7" 
-Ok, what more really needs to be said. 2 urreleased tunes from each. 
In a nu&hdl both of these bands arc the forerunners tn their own inda- 
vidual genres. J Church have beenputting out record after record of ® 
catchy pop punk for years. And Lm are years ahead of all the cheese n 
ska punk bands out tr*re today . Yep, you know this shit rocks! 

Still Available: 
Dll 01 J CIIUKCII SHE HAS NO CONTROL 7” 
l)B 03 V/A- VIVA LA VINYL LP 
1)11 01 J CHURCH- SI1L NEVER LEAVES 7” 
1)11 05 WHATEVER...- JABBEIIWOCKY LP/CD 
1)11 OG PADDIT) (33JL- THAT PUNK NEXT DOOR 7” 
1)B 07 J CIIUltCH/SERPICO- SPLIT 7H 
1)11 0» THE GAIN- YOU SHOULD KNOW 7” 
1)11 00 STATICS/P1UMATE 5- SPLIT 7” 
DB 10 WHATEVER...- SOCIALLY IIETAKDEI) 7" 
l)B 11 GOAT BOY- STRUGGLE EOU POWER 7” 
l)B 12 PADDED CELL- I DON’T NEED NO AIU1S 7 
DB 13 V/A- VIVA LA VINYL VOL. #2 LP 

MO s payable to Tom Spencer 
US CANADA WORLD 

7* ♦3 ♦4 ♦5 

l> ♦6 ♦7 ♦S 

6V ~] ♦9 ♦10 ♦11 

PO Boy 283' 
tos Angeles, CA 
W8 
Ph. #(213)- 962-3S6S 



C 2nd LP & Final Recording" 

Also Available: 

Car Vs. Driver* 
-LP’S ARE 

Hal al Shedad / Inkwell 

Scout, 

Debut Seven Inch Repress 

Deja Grateful" 9 Sonc LP 

Seven Inch on Moo Cow 

Split LP with Freemasonry 

LUNCHBOX RECORDS P.O. BOX 55361 ATLANTA. GA 30308! 

Debut alburn "we Hate...Destroy" available 

on CD featuring ex-members of The 

Exploited, Filth, and The Lager Lads 
(Available by Mail order - ail prices include postage) 

Canada - $ 9 USA - $ 10 Rest of World - $ 11 
Contact: Tension, P.O.Box 97, Leamington, ON, N8H 3wt Canada All Orders Outside of the U.S. add$2 

Cretins/Magnatones split r-* 

Electraluxx / Hip Ripper split T - *• 

HeartDrops/Morning Shakes split r-* 

Morningshakes i \Afcnna Get High" - 7" ❖ 

The Heartdrops “Letter/Haircut” - 7" - ❖ 
Living Daylights “Kids are Restless" - 7" - ❖ 

Write Us For our Free Mail Order Catalog! 

EMAIL US ATI 

MELTDREY^AOLCOM 

21-41 34TH Ave. 
SUITE IOA 
Astoria, NY 11106 

The Heartdrops 
“This is it!!!! Holy Fucking Shit!! Hooky, great 
production, catchy asfuck! God Damn!!" - MRR 

The Cretins, 

- CD ep! 
Punk So Sweet 
it will givey a’ 
two cavities!!!, 

Radio Zero 
i - 6 Song 

it CD/ep 

“The Clash meets 
r bunch of New Yorkers in 

a local downtown bar!Rock's So 
Hard, You Gotta Have It!!" 
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Wynona Riders- "Artificial The Criminals- "Never Been Caught" Auntie Christ- "‘Lite Could Be A 

Intelligence" 12"EP/CDEP LP/CD Dream" Ikl 76 Ip/cd 

Blatz/Fdth- "Shit Split And More" The Mr T. Experience- "Big Black 

Ik43 Zxcd Bugs Bleed Blue Blood" Ikl 45 10"/cd 

:—as 
, W 

| Various artists- "Joe Queer Presents: More Black Fork- "Rock For Loot" 

Bounce To The Ounce" 21 Bands! 39 Songs! Ikl72 Ip/cd 

Ikl 54 2xip/2xcd 

Groovie Ghoulies- "Running Young Pioneers- "On Trial” Pansy Division- "Queer To The Go Nuts- "Robert Earl 

With Bigfoot" Ikl 77 7"/cd Ikl 79 7"/cd 1,18 Cope" 11(174 7" Hughes" Ikl 78 7" 

-KEEP A LOOKOUT FOR THESE NEW ALBUMS: 
T^AKE A -TRIP WITH...” B7 THE BOMB BASSETS- 
"REVENGE IS SWEET AND SO ARE VOTT BY THE 

MR T. EXPERIENCE RE ANIMATZON FESTIVAL BV 
GROOVIE GHOULIES AND “MORE LOVIN FROM 

THE GR^fcOVBNB By PANSY DIVISION... 

AND NEW SINGLES OR E.P. S FROM THE LIKES OF THE MR 

I -T. EXPERIENCE. URANIUM O VOLT C'WIX-D 71, GROOVIE 

IgHOTJEIES [ GRAVEYARD GIRLFRIEND”] AND THE SMUGGLERS! 

SEBB i/S F BBLIFK FFB SSI F EFIFIBS SFU FBK SKSBIISFKB BKBSKS: 
51BSS3-S3FB 

L iPP^OljT P.O.Box 11374 Berkeley ( 3ft 94172-2374 www.lookoutrecords.comj 



All issues before PP15 are all black & white 

PP5 interviews with Bikini Kill Huggy Bear, and the Queers. An article 

on the MC5. Plus all the fun that you've come to expect from Punk 

Planet: columns, reviews, DIY& MORE!!! 80 pages. 

PP7 the one year anniversary issue. Interviews with Man or Astroman, 

Kerosene 454, & Rudy Vanderlans. An article on the NEA & an article on 

Pirate Video. Columns, reviews, & more more more!! 96 pgs 

PP15 Some people are calling this the "political" issue, which^ 

totally discounts all the other political articles we've printed. However, 

this issue does have politics in spades, as it features 20 pages (in 

three color!) on the Democratic & Republican conventions. It also has 

interviews with Sarah Dyer from Action Girl Comics, Rhythm Collision, 

Chamberlain, and cheesecake as well as DIY, columns, and all that 

other stuff you can't get enough of! 120 pgs 

PP8 interviews with Red Aunts, Aus Rotten, Fabric, and The Smears. The 

controversial article on Punk Publishing. Plus comics, columns, DIY, and 

much much much more. 104 pgs. 

PP10 Interviews with Weston, Chisel, and Braid. An article on 

Spoken Word and another on Bob Dole. DIY files on how to buy a gui¬ 

tar. Plus fiction, columns, reviews, and everything else you love! Also, 

it looks really really good. 112 pgs 

PP16 Interviews with Sarah Jacobson (who as a result of this inter¬ 

view now writes our underground film review section), Damnation 

AD, The Dismemberment Plan, and Pat West of Change Zine. A fan¬ 

tastic article on Culture Jamming, as well as an article about the 

1996-97 NBA season (yowza is right). The DIY files is a massive 

artilce about distributing your zine. Plus, the PP staff picks the best 

releases of 1996. Guess what? There's all the other stuff you like 
about PP in here! 120 pgs 

PP11 Interviews with Texas is the Reason, Naked Aggression, John 

Cougar Concentration Camp, and Christie Front Drive. Article on 

Community based money. Part 2 of the how to buy a guitar DIY file. 

Plus fiction, columns, and everything else you love love love! 104 pgs 

PP12 Interviews with Cub, Squirtgun, and Aaron Cometbus. Articles 

on UFOs, Punk Film, and The Telecommunications Act. DIY on how to 

get ready for a tour. Plus fiction, columns, and everything else you love 
love love! 104 pgs 

PP13 Interviews with Adrian Tomine, Lifetime, Jon Moritsugu, and 

Sinkhole. An incredible article about voting in the US. DIY on how to 

change car oil. Plus fiction, columns, and everything else you want like 

you want me! 112 pgs 

PPM Interviews with Re/Search's V. Vale, Delta 72, Promise Ring, 

The Strike, and Factsheet 5's R. Seth Friedman. Fascinating article 

about punk & multinational capitalism. DIY on buying a van. 

Recepies, reviews, columns and all that other stuff you love! 120pgs 

PP17 If you don't already have this issue, you should. This issue fea¬ 

tures "All Punk Cons" the best critique of modern punk ever put to 

paper,- before you go screaming about 'sellouts', make sure you've 

read the article. Interviews with The Descendents, Dan O'Mahoney, 

Snapcase, Rye Coalition, and Pain. An article on living with the possi- 

blity of breast cancer. DIY on scanning, and of course much much 

much more. 136 pgs. 

PPM After an extended period of abscence from the underground, 

punk rock pioneer Jello Biafra sits down with Punk Planet to air his 

mind. 10 pages of Biafra fun. Watch out. In addition to Jello, there are 

interviews with Kiss it Goodbye, Jody Bleyle from Team Dresch, Cast 

Iron Hike, and Bust Fanzine. Articles on welfare reform, Mayan punks, 

rubberwear, and housing activists in San Francisco DIY on putting on 

your own zine fair, and absolutely tons more. 144 pgs. 

Get 'em from us! They're $2.00 each 
Punk Planet PO Box 464 

Chicago II60690 
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